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To  Her  Royal  Highnefs  the 

P    R    I 


MADAM, 
^  I  ^HAT  high  Station,  which  by  Your  Birth 
X  You  hold  above  the  People,  exa6ls  from 
every  one,  as  a  Duty,  whatever  Honors  they  are 
capable  of  paying  to  Your  Royal  Highnefs :  But 
that  more  exalted  Place,  to  which  Your  Virtues 
have  raifed  You,  above  the  Reft  of  Princes,  makes 
the  Tribute  of  our  Admiration  and  Praife,  ra- 
ther a  Choice  more  immediately  preventing  that 

Duty. 

The  Public  Gratitude  is  ever  founded  on  a 
Public  Benefit;  and  what  is  univerfally  bleifed, 
is  always  an  univerfal  Bleffing.  Thus  from 
Yourfelf  we  derive  the  OflTerings  which  we  bring; 
and  that  Incenfe  which  arifes  to  Your  Name, 
only  returns  to  its  Original,  and  but  naturally 
requites  the  Parent  of  its  Being. 

Vol.   ni.  a  From 


Ithe  Epistle  Dedicatory. 

From  hence  it  is  that  this  Poem,  conftituted 
on  a  Moral,  whofe  End  is  to  recommend  and  to 
encourage  Virtue,  of  Confequence  has  Recourfe 
to  Your  Royal  Highnefs's  Patronage ;  afpiring  to 
caft  itfelf  beneath  Your  Feet,  and  declining  Ap- 
probation, 'till  You  fhall  condefcend  to  own  it, 
and  vouchfafe  to  fhine  upon  it  as  on  a  Creature 
of  Your  Influence. 

'Tis  from  the  Example  of  Princes  that  Virtue 
becomes  a  Fafhion  in  the  People,  for  even  they 
who  are  averfe  to  Inftru6lion,  will  yet  be  fond 
of  Imitation. 

But  there  are  Multitudes,  who  never  can  have 
Means  nor  Opportunities  of  fo  near  an  Accefs, 
as  to  partake  of  the  Benefit  of  fuch  Examples. 
And  to  thefe.  Tragedy,  which  diftinguilhes  itfelf 
from  the  Vulgar  Poetry  by  the  Dignity  of  its 
Characters,  may  be  of  life  and  Information. 
For  they  who  are  at  that  Diftance  from  original 
Greatnefs,  as  to  be  deprived  of  theHappinefs  of 
contemplating  the  Perfe61ions  and  real  Excellen- 
cies of  Your  Royal  Highnefs's  Perfon  in  Your 
Court,  may  yet  behold  fome  fmall  Sketches  and 

Imagings 
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Imagingsof  the  Virtues  of  Your  Mind,  abftraded 
and  reprefented  on  the  Theatre. 

Thus  Poets  are  inftru6led,  and  inflru6l;  not 
alone  by  Precepts  which  perfuade,  but  alfo  by 
Examples  which  illuftrate.  Thus  is  Delight  in- 
terwoven with  Inftru^lion  ;  when  not  only  Vir- 
tue is  prefcribed,  but  alfo  reprefented. 

But  if  we  are  delighted  with  the  Livelinefs  of 
a  feigned  Reprefentation  of  Great  and  Good 
Perfons  and  their  Acflions,  how  mud  we  be 
charmed  with  beholding  the  Perfons  themfelves? 
If  one  or  two  excelling  Qualities,  barely  touched 
in  the  fnigle  A6lion  and  fmall  Compafs  of  a 
Play,  can  warm  an  Audience  with  a  Concern 
and  Regard  even  for  the  feeming  Succefs  and 
Profperity  of  the  A6lor;  with  what  Zeal  muft 
the  Hearts  of  all  be  filled,  for  the  continued  and 
increafmg  Happinefs  of  thofe,  who  are  the  true 
and  living  Inftances  of  elevated  and  perfifting 
Virtue?  Even  the  Vicious  themfelves  mufl  have 
a  fecret  Veneration  for  thofe  peculiar  Graces 
and  Endowments,  which  are  daily  fo  eminently 
confpicuous  in  Your  Royal  Highnefs;  and  though 

a  2  repining, 
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repining,  feel  a  Pieafure  which  in  Spite  of  Envy 
they  perforce  approve. 

If  in  this  Piece,  humbly  offered  to  Your  Royal 
Highnefs,  there  fiiall  appear  the  Refemblance  of 
any  of  thofe  many  Excellencies  which  You 
fo  promifcuoufly  poffefs,  to  be  drawn  fo  as  to 
merit  Your  leafl  Approbation,  it  has  the  End 
and  Accomplifhment  of  its  Defign.  And  how- 
ever imperfe6l  it  may  be  in  the  Whole,  through 
the  Inexperience  or  Incapacity  of  the  Author, 
yet,  if  there  is  fo  much  as  to  convince  Your 
Royal  Highnefs,  that  a  Play  may  be  wdthlnduf- 
try  fo  difpos'd  (in  Spite  of  the  licentious  Prac- 
tice of  the  Modern  Theatre)  as  to  become  fome- 
times  an  Innocent,  and  not  Unprofitable  Enter- 
tainment; it  will  abundantly  gratify  the  Ambi- 
tion, and  Recompenfe  the  Endeavours  of, 

Xoiir    PtOYAL    HiGHNESS'i 

Mofi  Obedient  and 

Mojl  Jiumbly  Devoted  Servant, 
William    C  o  n  g  r  e  v  l. 


PROLOGUE, 

Spoken  by  Mr.  Betterton. 

rHE  Time  has  been  when  Plays  were  notfo  plenty. 
And  a  lefs  Number  new  would  well  content  ye. 
New  Plays  did  then  like  Almanacs  appear; 
And  one  was  thought  fiifficient for  a  Tear: 
Tho  they  are  more  like  Almanacs  of  late ; 
For  in  one  Tear,  I  think,  they  re  out  of  Date. 
Nor  were  they  without  Reafon  joind  together; 
Forjufi  as  one  prognofiicates  the  Weather, 
How  plentiful  the  Crop,  or  fcarce  the  Grain, 
What  Peals  of  Thunder,  a7id  what  Showers  of  Rain; 
So  f  other  canforetel,  by  certain  Rules, 
What  Crops  of  Coxcombs,  or  what  Floods  of  Fools. 
In  fuch  like  Prophecies  were  Poets  fkiW d. 
Which  now  they  find  in  their  ownTribe  fulfiW d: 
The  Dearth  of  Wit  they  didfo  long  pref age. 
Is  fair  71  on  lis,  and  almofiflarves  the  Stage. 

Were 
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Were  you  not  grievd,  as  often  as  you  Jaw  .      . 

Poor  ABors  thraJJi  Juch  empty  Sheaves  of  Straw? 

Toiling  and  labWing  at  their  Lungs  Expence, 

Toflart  a  Jefl,  or  force  a  little  Senfef 

Hard  Fate  for  us  I  fill  harder  in  tK  Event; 

Our  Authors  Sin,  but  we  alone  Repent. 

Still  they  proceed,  and,  at  our  Charge,  write  worfe: 

'Twere  Jome  Amends  if  they  could  reimburfe: 

But  there's  the  Devil,  tho'  their  Caife  is  loft, 

There  s  no  recovring  Damages  or  Coft. 

Good  Wits,  forgive  this  Liberty  we  take. 

Since  Cuftom  gives  the  Lofers  leave  to  /peak. 

But  if,  provoked,  your  dreadful  Wrath  remains. 

Take  your  Revenge  upon  the  coming  Scenes: 

For  that  damnd  Poefsfpafd  who  damns  a  Brother, 

As  one  Thief  'fcapes  that  executes  another. 

Thus  far  alone  does  to  the  Wits  relate; 

But  from  the  Reft  we  hope  a  better  Fate. 

To  pleafe  and  move  has  been  our  Poefs  Theme, 

Art  may  direB,  but  Mature  is  his  Aim; 

And  Mature  tnifid^  in  vain  he  boafts  his  Art, 

For  only  Mature  can  affedt  the  Heart. 

Then  freely  judge  the  Scenes  thatftiall  enjue. 

But  as  with  Freedom,  judge  ivith  Candor  too. 

He 
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He  woud  not  lofe,  thro'  Prejudice,  his  Caufe; 
JVor  woud  obtain,  precarioufly,  Applaufe, 
Impartial  Cenfure  he  requejis  from  all, 
Prepafd  by  juft  Decrees  tojiand  or  fall. 


Dramatis 


Dramatis  Perfonae. 


MEN. 


Manuel,  the  King  of  Granada. 

Gonfalez,  his  Favorite. 

Garcia,  Son  to  Gonjalez. 

Terez,  Captain  of  the  Guards. 

Alonzo,  an  Officer,  Creature  to  GotifaUz. 

Ofmyn,  a  noble  Prifoner. 

Heli,  a  Prifoner,  his  Friend. 

Selim^  an  Eunuch. 


Mr.  Verbruggen, 
Mr.  Sanford. 
Mr.  Scudamoiir. 
Mr.  Freeman. 
Mr.  Arnold. 
Mr.  Beiterton. 
Mr.  Bowman.   ■ 
Mr.  £az7;y. 


WOMEN. 

Aimer  ia,  the  Princefs  of  Granada.  Mrs.  Br  ace  girdle. 

Tara^  a  Captive  Queen.  Mrs.  Barry. 

Leonora^  chief  Attendant  on  the  Princefs.  Mrs.  Bowman. 

Women,  Eunuchs,  and  Mutes  attending  Zara,  Guards,  Sec.    ■ 
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T  H  E 

MOURNING    BRIDE. 

ACT     I.       SCENE     I. 

A  Room  of  State, 

The  Curtain  rifing  Jlotuly  to  foft  Mufic,  difcovers 

A  L  M  E  R  I A   in  Mourning,  Leonora 

waiting  in  Mourning 

After  the  My/ic,  A  l  m  e  r  i  a  rifesfrom  her  Chair, 
and  comes  foriuard, 

A  L  M  E  R  I  A. 

MUSIC  has    Charms   to   footh   a  favage 
Breaft, 
To  foften  Rocks,  or  bend  a  knotted  Oak. 
I've  read,    that  Things  inanimate  have  mov'd. 
And,  as  with  living  Souls,  have  been  inform'd, 
Vol.    in  *     B  By 
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By  magic  Numbers  and  perfuafive  Sound. 
What  then  am  I  ?    Am  I   more  fenfelefs  srown 
Than  Trees,  or  Flint?  O  force  of  conftant  Woe! 
'Tis  not  in  Harmony  to  calm  my  Griefs. 
Anjelmo  ilee-ps,   and  is  at  Peace;   laft  Night 
The  filent  Tomb  receiv'd  the  good  old  King; 
He  and  his  Sorrows  now  are  fafely  lodg'd 
Within  its  cold,  but  hofpitable  Bofom. 
Why  am  not  I  at  Peace? 

Leonora. 

Dear  Madam,  ceafe, 
Or  moderate  your  Griefs ;  there  is  no  Caufe — 

A  L  M  E  R  I  A. 

No  Caufe  !  Peace,  Peace;  there  is  Eternal  Caufe, 
And  Mifery  Eternal  will  fucceed. 
Thou  canft  not  tell — thou  haft  indeed  no  Caufe. 
Leonora. 
Believe  me.  Madam,  I  lament  Anfelmo, 
And  always  did  compaffionate  his  Fortune ; 
Have  often  wept,  to  fee  how  cruelly 
Your  Father  kept  in  Chains  his  Fellow-King: 
And  oft  at  Night,  when  all  have  been  retir'd, 
Have  ftol'n  from  Bed,  and  to  his  Prifon  crept ; 
Where,  while  his  Goaler  flept,  I  thro'  the  Grate 

Have 
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Have  foftly  whifper'd,  and  enquir'd  his  Health; 
Sentin  my  Sighs  and  Pray'rs  for  his  Deliv'rance; 
For  Sighs  and  Pray'rs  were  all  that  I  cou'd  offer. 

A  L  M  E  R  I  A. 

Indeed  thou  haft  a  foft  and  gentle  Nature, 
That  thus  cou'dft  melt  to  fee  a  Stranger's  Wrongs. 
O  Leonora,  hadfl  thou  known  AnfelmOy 
How   wou'd   thy    Heart  have  bled  to  fee   his 

Suff'ringjs. 
Thou  hadfl  no  Caufe,  but  general  CompafTion. 
Leonora. 

Love  of  my  Royal  Miftrefs  gave  me  Caufe, 
My  Love  of  you  begot  my  Grief  for  him  ; 
Fori  had  heard,  that  when  the  Chance  of  War 
Had  blefs'd  Anfelmo's  Arms  with  Vi6lory, 
And  the  rich  Spoil  of  all  the  Field,  and  you 
TheGlory  of  the  whole,  were  made  the  Prey 
Of  his  Succefs ;   that  then,  in  fpite  of  Hate^ 
Revenge,    and  that  Hereditary  Feud 
Between  Valentias  and  Granada  s  Kings, 
He  did  endear  himfelf  to  your  Affe61ion, 
By  all  the  worthy  and  indulgent  Ways 
His  mofl  induflrious  Goodnefs  cou'd  invent; 
Propofmg  by  a  Match  between  Alphonfo 

B  2  His 
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His  Son,  the  brave  Valentia  Prince,  and  you, 
To  end  the  long  Diffention,   and  unite 
The  jarring  Crowns. 

A  L  M  E  R  I  A. 

Alphonjo  I  O  AlpJionfo  I 
Thou  too  art  quiet — long  hafl  been  at  Peace — 
Both,  both — Father  and  Son  are  now  no  more. 
Then  why  am  IPO  when  (hall  I  have  Reft? 
Why  do  I  live  to  fay  you  are  no  more  ? 
Why  are  all  thefe  Things  thus — Is  it  of  Force? 
Is  there  Neceflity,  I  muft  be  miferable  ? 
Is  it  of  Moment  to  the  Peace  of  Heav'n 

That  I  fhou'd  be  affli61ed  thus? If  not, 

Why  is  it  thus  contriv'd  ?  Why  are  Things  laid 
By  fome  unfeen  Hand,  fo,  as  of  hire  Confequence 
They  muft  to  me  bring  Curfes,  Grief  of  Heart,, 
The  laft  Diftrefs  of  Life,  and  fure  Defpair? 
Leonora. 
Alas,  you  fearch  too  far,  and  think  too  deeply. 

A  L  M  E  R  I  A. 

Why  was  I  carry'd  to  Anfehno's  Court? 
Or  there,  why  was  I  us'd  fo  tenderly? 
Why  not  ill  treated,  like  an  Enemy  ? 
For  fo  my  Father  wou'd  have  us'd  his  Child. 
O  Alphonjo,  Alphonfo  I  Devouring 
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Devouring  Seas  have  wafh'd  thee  from  my  Sight, 
No  Time  fhall  rafe  thee  from  my  Memory, 
No,   I  will  live  to  be  thy  Monument ; 
The  cruel  Ocean  is  no  more  thy  Tomb ; 
But  in  my  Heart  thou  art  interr'd;  there,  there, 
Thy  dear  Refemblance  is  for  ever  fix'd ; 
My  Love,  my  Lord,  my  Hufband  flill,  tho'  loft. 
Leonora. 
Hufband  !  O  Heav'ns ! 

A  LM  E  R  I  A. 

Alas !  what  have  I  faid  ? 
My  Grief  has  hurry'd  me  beyond  all  Thought. 
I  wou'd  have  kept  that  Secret ;  though  I  know 
Thy  Love  and  Faith  to  medeferve  all  Confidence. 
But  'tis  the  Wretch's  Comfort  ftill  to  have 
Some  fmall  Referve  of  near  and  inward  Woe, 
Some  unfufpeded  Hoard  of  darling  Grief, 
Which  they  unfeen  may  wail,   and  weep,   and 

mourn. 
And  Glutton-like  alone  devour. 
Leonora. 

Indeed 
I  knew  not  this. 

B  3  A  L  M  E- 
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A  L  M  E  R  I  A. 

O  no,  thou  know'ft  not  half, 
Know'ft  nothing  of  my  Sorrows — if  thou  didil — 
If  I  fliou'd  tell  thee,  wou'dfl  thou  pity  me? 
Tell  me :  I  know  thou  wou'dft,  thou  art  com- 
paflionate, 

Leonora. 
Witnefs  thefe  Tears 

A  L  M  E  R  I  A. 

I  thank  thee Leonora, 

Indeed  I  do,  for  pitying  thy  fad  Miflrefs : 
For  'tis,  alas,  the  poor  Prerogative 
Of  Greatnefs,  to  be  wretched  and  unpitied — 
But  I  did  promife  I  wou'd  tell  thee — What  ? 
My  Miferies  ?  Thou  doft  already  know  em : 
And  whea  I  told  thee  thou  didft  nothing  know, 
It  wasbecaufe  thou  didft  not  know  Alphonjo: 
For  to  have  known  my  Lofs,  thou  mufl;  have 

known 
His  Worth,  his  Truth,  andTendernefs  of  Love. 
Leonora. 
The  Memory  of  that  brave  Prince  fiands  fair 

In  all  Report — 

And  I  have  heard  imperfedly  his  Lofs ; 

But 
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But  fearful  to  renew  your  Troubles  paft, 
I  never  did  prefume  to  afk.  the  Story. 

A  L  M  ER  I  A. 

If  for  my  fwelling  Heart  I  can,  I'll  tell  thee. 
I  was  a  welcome  Captive  in  Valentia, 
Ev'n  on  the  Day  when  Manuel,  my  Father, 
Led  on  his  conqu'ring  Troops,  high  as  the  Gates 
Of  King  Anfelmo's  Palace  ;    which  in  Rage, 
And  Heat  of  War,  and  dire  Revenge,   he  fir'd. 
The  good  King  flying  to  avoid  the  Flames, 
Started  amidfl  his  Foes,   and  made  Captivity 

His  fatal  Refuge ^Wou'd  that  I  had  fall'n 

Amid  thofe  Flames — but  'twas  not  fo  decreed. 
Alphonfo,  who  forefaw  my  Father's  Cruelty, 
Had  born  the  Queen  and  me  on  board  a  Ship 
Ready  to  fail ;  and  when  this  News  was  brought 
We  put  to  Sea  ;  but  being  betray'd  by  fome 
Who  knew  our  Flight,  we  clofely  were  purfu'd, 
And  almoft  taken;  when  a  fudden  Storm 
Drove  us,  and  thofe  that  follow'd,  on  the  Coaft 
Oi  Afric:   There  our  Veflel  ftruck  the  Shore, 
And  bulging  'gainft  a  Rock  was  dafh'd  in  Pieces. 
But    Heav'n    fpar'd    me    for   yet    much    more 
Afflidion ! 

B  4  Conducing 
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Concluding  them  who  follow'd  us,  to  Qiun 

The  Shoal,  and  fave  me  floating  on  the  Waves, 

While  the  good  Queen  3.nd  my  Alp honjo  perifli'd. 

Leonora. 

Alas  !  were  you  then  wedded  to  Alphonfo  f 

A  LM  ER  I  A. 

ThatDay,that  fatal  Day,ourHands  were  join'd; 
For  when  my  Lord  beheld  the  Ship  purfuing. 
And  faw  her  Rate  fo  far  exceeding  ours ; 
He  came  to  me,  and  begg'd  me  by  my  Love, 
I  wou'd  confent  the  Prieft  fhou'd  make  us  one ; 
That  whether  Death,  or  Vidory  enfu'd, 
I  might  be  his,  beyond  the  Power  of  Fate : 
The  Queen  too  did  affift  his  Suit — I  granted. 
And  in  one  Day,  was  wedded,  and  a  Widow, 
Leonora.. 
Indeed  'twas  mournful — — 

A  L  M  E  R  I  A. 

'Twas — as  I  have  told  thee— - 
For  which  I  mourn,  and  will  for  ever  mourn ; 
Nor  will  I  change  thefe  black  and  difmal  Robes, 
Or  ever  dry  thefe  fwoln  and  watry  Eyes  ; 
Or  ever  tafle  Content,  or  Peace  of  Heart, 
While  I  have  Life,  and  Thought  o£  my  Alp hoiifo, 

Leo- 
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Leonora. 
Look  down,  good  Heav'n,  with  Pity  on  her 
Sorrows, 
And  grant,  thatTime  may  bring  her  fome  ReHef. 

A  LM  ERI  A. 

O  no  !  Time  gives  Increafe  to  my  Afflictions. 
Th^  circling  Hours,  that  gather  all  the  Woes, 
Which  are  diffus'd  thro'  the  revolving  Year, 
Come,  heavy-laden  with  th'oppreffing  Weight, 
To  me ;  with  me,  fucceflively,  they  leave 
The  Sighs,  theTears,theGroans,  the  reftlefs Cares, 
And  all  the   Damps  of  Grief,   that  did  retard 

their  Flight; 
They  fliake  their  downy  Wings,   and  fcatter  all 
The  dire  collected  Dews  on  my  poor  Head ; 
Then  fly  with  Joy  and  Swiftnefs  from  me. 
Leonora. 

Hark! 
The  diftant  Shouts  proclaim  your  Father's  Tri- 
umph ;  [Shouts  at  a  Dijlance. 
O  ceafe,  for  Heaven's  fake,  affuage  a  little 
This  Torrent  of  your  Grief;   for,  much  I  fear, 
'Twill   urge  his  Wrath,    to  fee  you  drown'd  in 
Tears, 

When 
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When  Joy  appears  in  ev'ry  other  Face. 

A  LM  ER  I  A. 

And  Joy  he  brings  to  ev'ry  other  Heart, 
Bat  double,  double  Weight  of  Woe  to  mine; 
For  with  him  Garcia  comes — Garcia,  to  whom 
I  muft  be  facrific'd,  and  all  the  Vows 
I  gave  my  dear  Alphonjo  bafely  broken. 
No,  it  (hall  never  be  ;   for  I  will  die; 

Firft,  die  ten  thoufand  Deaths Look  down^ 

look  down,  [Kiieels.- 

Alphonjo,  hear  the  facred  Vow  I  make  ; 
One  Moment,  ceafe  to  gaze  on  perfect  Blifs, 
And  bend  thy  glorious  Eyes  to  Earth  and  me ; 
And  thou  Anfelmo,  if  yet  thou  art  arriv'd 
Thro'  ail  Impediments  of  purging  Fire, 
To  that  bright  Heav'n,  where  my  Alphonjo  rtigns, 
Behold  thou  alfo,   and  attend  my  Vow. 
If  ever  I  do  yield,   or  giwQ  Confent, 
By  any  A(5lion,  Word  or  Thought,  to  wed 
Another  Lord;  may  then  juft  Heav'n  fliow'r  down 
Unheard  of  Gurfes  on  me,  greater  far 
(If  fuch  there  be  in  angry  Heaven's  Vengeance) 
Than  any  I  have  yet  endur'd-^^And  now  [Rifing. 
My  Heart  has  fome  Relief;   having  fo  well 

Difcharg'd 
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Difcharg'd  this  Debt,  incumbent  on  my  Love, 
Yet,  one  Thing  more  Iwou'd  engage  from  thee, 
Leonora. 
My  Heart,  my  Life  and  Will,  are  only  yours, 

A  LMERI  A. 

I  thank  thee.   'Tis  but  this ;  anon,  when  all 
Are  rapt  and  bulled  in  the  general  Joy, 
Thou  wilt  withdraw,   and  privately  with  me 
Steal  forth,  to  vilit  good  An[elmo\  Tomb. 
Leonora. 

Alas !  I  fear  fome  fatal  Refolution. 

A  LMER  I  a. 

No,  on  my  Life,  my  Faith,  I  mean  no  111, 
Nor  Violence. — I  feel  myfelf  more  light, 
And  more  at  large,  fince  I  have  made  this  Vow. 
Perhaps  I  would  repeat  it  there  more  folemnly. 
'Tis  that,  or  fome  fuch  melancholy  Thought, 
Upon  my  Word  no  more. 

Leonora. 

I  will  attend  you. 


SCENE 
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SCENE     II. 

Almeria,  Leonora,  Alonzo. 

A  LO  N  z  o. 
'^  I  ^  H  E    Lord    Gonfalez  comes    to   tell    your 

A  Highnefs 

The  King  is  juft  arriv'd. 

Almeria. 

Conduct  him  in.      [Exit  Alon. 
That's  his  Pretence;  his  Errand  is,  I  know, 
To  fill  my  Ears  with  G(2r^z<2's  valiant  Deeds; 
And  gild  and  magnify  his  Son's  Exploits. 
But  I  am  arm'd  with  Ice  around  my  Heart, 
Not  to  bewarm'd  with  Words,  or  idle  Eloquence. 


SCENE     III. 

Gonsalez,  Almeria,  Leonora. 

gonsalez. 
E  ev'ry  Day  of  your  long  Life  like  this. 
The   Sun,   bright   Conqueft,    and   your 
brighter  Eyes,  Have 


B 
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Have  all  confpir'd  to  blaze  promifcuous  Light, 
And  blefs  this  Day  with  moft  unequal'd  Luftre. 
Your  Royal  Father,  my  vidorious  Lord, 
Loaden  with  Spoils,  and  ever-living  Laurel, 
Is  ent'ring  now  in  Martial  Pomp  the  Palace. 
Five  hundred  Mules  precede  his  folemn  March, 
Which  groan  beneath   the  Weight  of  MooriJIi 

Wealth. 
Chariots  of  War,  adorn'd  with  glittering  Gems, 
Succeed;  and  next,  a  hundred  neighing  Steeds, 
White  as  the  fleecy  Rain  on  Alpine  Hills ; 
Thatbound, and  foam,  and  champ  the  GoldenBit, 
As  they  difdain'd  the  Vicflory  they  grace. 
Prifoners  of  War  in  fliining  Fetters  follow  ; 
And  Captains  of  the  nobleft  Blood  oi  Afric 
Sweat  by  his  Chariot  Wheel,  andlick  and  grind. 
With  gnafhingTeeth,theDufl;his  Triumphs raife. 
The  fwarming  Populace  fpread  every  Wall, 
And  cling,*  as  if  with  Claws  they  did  enforce 
Their  Hold,  thro'  clifted  Stones,  ftretching  and 

flaring, 
As  if  they  were  all  Eyes,  and  every  Limb 
Would  feed  its  Faculty  of  Admiration. 
While  you  alone  retire,  and  fhun  this  Sight; 

This 
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This  Sight,  which  is  indeed  not  feen  (tho'  twice 
The  Multitude  fhould  gaze)  in  Abfence  of  your 

Eyes, 

A  LMER  I  A. 

My  Lord,  my  Eyes  ungratefully  behold 
The  gilded  Trophies  of  exterior  Honors. 
Nor  will  my  Ears  be   charm'd  with   founding 

Words, 
Or  pompous  Phrafe;  the  Pageantry  of  Souls. 
But  that  my  Father  is  return'd  in  Safety, 
I  bend  to  Fleav'n  with  Thanks. 
G  o  N  s  AL  E  z. 

Excellent  Princefs ! 
But  'tis  a  Talk  unfit  for  my  weak  Age, 
With  dying  Words,  to  offer  at  your  Praife. 
Garcia,  my  Son,  your  Beauty's  lowefl:  Slave, 
Has  better  done;  in  proving  with  his  Sword 
The   Force  and    Influence   of  your   matchlefs 
Charms. 

A  L  M  E  R  I  A, 

I  doubt  not  of  the  Worth  of  Garcia  s  Deeds, 
Which  hadbeen  brave,  tho' I  had  ne'er  been  born. 
Leonora, 
Madam,  the  King,  [Floriffu 

Alme- 


The  MOURXIXG  BRIDE.      31 

A  LM  ERI  A. 

My  Women.   I  wou'd  meet  him. 

[Attendants  to  Almeria  enter  in  Mourning. 

SCENE     IV. 

Symphony  of  Warlike  Mufic.  Enter  the  King,  at- 
tended by  O  A.KGI  A  and  fever  al  Officers.  Files  of 
Prifoners  in  Chains,  and  Guards,  who  are  ranged 
in  Order  round  the  Stage.  Almeria  meets  the 
King,  and  kneels ;  afterwards  Gonsalez 
kneels  and  ki/fes  the  Kings  Hand,  while  Gar- 
cia does  the  fame  to  the  Princefs. 

King. 
ALMERIA    rife— My  beft  Gonfalez  rife. 
X\  What,  Tears !   my  good  old  Friendi — 
Gonsalez. 

But  Tears  of  Joy. 
Believe  me,  Sir,  to  fee  you  thus  has  fill'd 
My  Eyes  with  more  Delight  than  they  can  hold. 

King. 
By  Heav'n  thou  lov'ft  me,  and  I'm  pleas'd 
thou  dofl: 

Take 
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Take  it  for  Thanks,  old  Man,  that  I  rejoice 
To  fee  thee  weep  on  this  Occafion — fome 
Here  are,  who  feem  to  mourn  at  our  Succefs  I 
Why  is't,  Almeria,  that  you  meet  our  Eyes, 
Upon  this  folemn  Day,   in  thefe  fad  Weeds  ? 
In  Oppoiition  to  my  Brightnefs,  you 
And  yours  are  all  like  Daughters  of  Affli6lion. 
Almeria. 

Forgive  me.   Sir,  if  I  in  this  offend. 
The  Year,  which  I  have  vow'd  to  pay  to  Heav'n, 
In  Mourning  and  flri6l  Life,  for  my  Deliv'rance 
From  Wreck  and  Death,  wants  yet  to  be  expir'd. 

King. 

Your  Zeal  toHeav'n  is  great;  fo  is  your  Debt: 
Yet  Something  too  is  due  to  me,  who  gave 
That  Life,  which  Heav'n  preferv'd.    A  Day  be- 

flow'd 
In  Filial  Duty,  had  aton'd  and  giv'n 
A  Difpenfation  to  your  Vow — No  more. 
'Twas  weak  and  wilful — and  a  Woman's  Error. 
Yet — uponThought,it  doubly  wounds  my  Sight, 
To  fee  that  Sable  worn  upon  the  Day 
Succeeding  that,  in  which  our  deadlieft  Foe, 
Hated  Anjelmo,  was  interr'd — By  Heav'n, 

It 
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It  looks  as  thou  didll  mourn  for  him  :   Juft  fo 
Thy  fenfelefs  Vow  appear'd  to  bear  its  Date, 
Not  from  the  Hour  wherein  thou  wert  preferv'd. 
But  that  wherein  the  curs'd  Alphonjo  perifh'd. 
Ha!  What?  thoudoft  not  weep  to  think  of  that? 

GONSALEZ. 

Have  Patience,  Royal  Sir,  the  Princefs  weeps 
To  have  offended  you.      If  Fate  decreed. 
One  pointed  Hour  fhould  be  Alphonfo's  Lofs,  , 
And  her  Deliverance;   is  ftie  to  blame  ? 

King. 

I  tell  thee,  fhe's  to  blame,  not  to  have  feafted 
When  my  firflFoewaslaidinEarth,  fuch  Enmity, 
Such  Deteftation,  bears  my  Blood  to  his  ; 
My  Daughter  fliould  have  re  veil' d  at  his  Deatli, 
She  fhould  have  made  thefe  Palace  Walls  to  fhake, 
And  all  this  high  and  ample  Roof  to  ring 
With  her  Rejoicings.  What,  to  mourn,  andweep; 
Then,  then  to  weep,  and  pray,  and  grieve?  By 

Heav'n, 
There's  not  a  Slave,  a  fliackled  Slave  of  mine. 
But  fhould  have  fmil'd  that  Hour,    through  all 
his  Care, 

Vol.   Ill  C  And 
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And  fhook  his   Chains   in  Tranfport  and  rude 
Harmony. 

GONSALEZ. 

What  file  has  done,  was  in  Excefs  of  Goodnefs ; 
Betray'd  by  too  much  Piety,  to  feem 
As  if  fhe  had  oifended, — Sure,  no  more. 

King. 
To  feem  is  to  commit,  at  this  Conjuncture. 
I  wo'not  have  a  feeming  Sorrow   feen 
To  Day — Retire,  diveft  yourfelf  with  Speed 
Of  that  Oifenfive  Black  ;    on  me  be  all 
The  Violation  of  your  Vow  :    For  you. 
It  fhall  be  your  Excufe,  that  I  command  it. 
Garcia   kneeling. 
Your  Pardon,  Sir,  if  I  prefume  fo  far, 
As  to  remind  you  of  your  gracious  Promife. 

King. 
Rife,  Garcia — I  forgot.     Yet  flay,  Almeria, 

A  L  M  E  R  I  A. 

My  boding  Heart ! — ^\Vhat  is  your  Pleafure,  Sir  ? 

Kin  g. 
Draw. near,  and  give  your  Hand;  and  Garcia, 
yours : 
Receive  this  Lord,    as  one  whom  I  have  found 

Worthy 


rhe  MOURKIKG  BRIDE,      33 

Worthy  to  be  your  Hufband,   and  my  Son. 
Garcia. 
Thus  let  me  kneel  to  take— O  not  to  take — 
But  to  devote,  and  yield  myfelf  for  ever 
The  Slave  and  Creature  of  my  Royal  Miflrefs. 

GONSALEZ. 

O  let  me  proftrate  pay  my  worthlefs  Thanks — 

King. 
No  more;  my  Promife  long  fince  pafs'd,    thy 
Services, 
And  Garcia  s  well-try'd  Valor,  all  oblige  me. 
This  Day  we  triumph;   but  to  Morrow's  Sun, 
Garcia,  fhall  fhine  to  grace  thy  Nuptials 

A  L  M  E  R  I  A. 

Oh!  [Faints. 

Garcia. 
She  faints !  help  to  fupport  her. 

G  O  N  S  ALE  z. 

She  recovers. 
King. 
A  Fit  of  Bridal  Fear:    How  is't,  Almeria? 

A  LM  ER  I  A. 

A  fudden  Chilnefs  feizes  on  my  Spirits. 
Your  Leave,  Sir,  to  retire. 

C  2  King, 
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King. 

Garcia,  condu^l  her. 
[Garcia  leads  Almeria  to  the  Door,  and  returns. 
This  idle  Vow  hangs  on  her  Woman's  Fears. 
I'll  have  a  Priefllliall  preach  her  from  her  Faith, 
And  make  it  Sin,   not  to  renounce  that  Vow 
Which  I'd  have  broken.  Now,  what  would  Alonzo? 

S  C  E  N  E      V. 

King,  G  o  n  s  a  l  e  z,  Garcia, 

Alonzo,    Attendants. 

Alonzo. 

YOUR  beauteous  Captive,  Xjira,  is  arriv'd. 
And  with  a  Train  as  if  fhe  ftill  were  Wife 
To  Albucacim,  and  the  Moor  had  conquer'd. 

King. 
It  is  our  Will  flie  fliould  be  fo  attended. 
Bear  hence  thefe  Prifoners.  Garcia,  which  is  he. 
Of  whofe  mute  Valor  you  relate  fuch  Wonders? 

[Prifoners  led  off. 
Garcia. 
OJmyn,  who  led  the  MooriJJi  Horfe;  but  he. 

Great 
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Great  Sir,  at  her  Requeft,  attends  on  T^ara, 

King, 
He  isyourPrifoner,  asyoupleafedifpofehim, 

Garcia. 
I  would  oblige  him,  but  he  fhuns  myKindnefs; 
And   with  a  haughty  Mien,   and  flern  Civility, 
Dumbly  declines  all  Offers:  If  he  fpeak, 
'Tis  fcarce  above  a  Word  ;   as  he  were  born 
Alone  to  do,  and  did  difdain  to  talk ; 
At  leaft,  to  talk  where  he  mufl  not  command. 

King. 

Such  Sullennefs,  and  in  a  Man  fo  brave; 

Mud  have  fome  other  Caufethan  his  Captivity. 

Did  Tjira,  then,    requeft  he  might  attend  her? 

Garcia. 

My  Lord,  fhe  did. 

King. 
That,  join'd  with  his  Behaviour, 
Begets  a  Doubt.    I'd  have  'em  watch'd ;  perhaps 
Her  Chains  hang  heavier  on  him  than  his  own. 


^3  SCENE 
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SCENE     VI. 

King,   Gonsalez,  Garcia,  Alonzo, 
Z  A  R  A  and  O  s  M  Y  N  bound,  conduced  by  P  e- 
R  E  z  and  a  Guard,  and  attended  by  S  y.'liu  and 
feveral  Mutes  and  Eunuchs  in  a  Train. 

King. 

WHAT  Welcome,    and  what   Honors, 
beauteous  ^<arrt, 
A  King  and  Conqueror  can  give,   are  yours. 
A  Conqueror  indeed,   where  you  are  won; 
Who  with  fuch  Luftre  ftrike  admiring  Eyes, 
That  had  our  Pomp   been  with  your  Prefence 

grac'd, 
Th'  expe6lingCrowdhadbeendeceiv'd;  andfeen 
Their  Monarch  enter  not  Triumphant,  but 
In  pleafmg  Triumph  led ;  your  Beauty's  Slave. 
'      ;  Z  A  R  A. 

If  I  on  any  Terms  could  condefcend 
To  like  Captivity,   or  think  thofe  Honors, 
Which  Conquerors  in  Courtefy  beftow, 
Of  equal  Value  with  unborrow'd  Rule, 

And 
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And  native  Right  to  Arbitrary  Sway ; 
1  might  be  pleas'd,  when  I  behold  this  Train 
With  ufual  Homage  wait.     But  when  I  feel 
Thefe  Bonds,    I  look  with  Loathing  on  myfelf ; 
And  fcorn  vile  Slavery,  tho'  doubly  hid 
Beneath  Mock-Praifes,  and  diflembled  State. 

King. 
Thofe    Bonds !     'Twas   my   Command  you 
fliould  be  free. 
How  durfl  you,  PereZy  difobey? 

Perez. 

Great  Sir, 
Your  Order  was^  fhe  fliould  not  wait  your  Tri- 
umph ; 
But  at  fome  Diflance  follow,   thus  attended. 

King. 
'Tis  falfe;  'twas  more;  I  bidfhefhould  be  free: 
If  not  in  Words,    I  bid  it  by  my  Eyes. 
Her  Eyes  did  more  than  bid — Free  her  and  hers 
With  Speed — yet  flay — my  Hands  alone  can  make 
.  Fit  Reftitution  here — Thus  I  releafe  you, 
And  by  releafing  you  enflave  myfelf. 

Z  AR  A. 

Such  Favors  fo  conferr'd,  tho'  when  unfought, 
C  4  Deferve 
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Deferve  Acknowledgment  from  noble  Minds. 
Such  Thanks,  as  one  hating  to  be  oblig'd — - 
Yet  hating  more  Ingratitude,   can  pay, 
I  offer. 

King. 
Born  to  excel,  and  to  command! 
As  by  tranfcendent  Beauty  to  attract 
All  Eyes,   fo  by  Pre-eminence  of  Soul 
To  rule  all  Hearts. 

Garcia,  what's  he,  who,  with  contra^ed  Brow, 
[Beholding  Ofmyn  as  they  unbind  him. 
And  fullen  Port,  glooms  downward  with  his  Eyes; 
At  once  regardlefs  of  his  Chains,  or  Liberty? 
Garcia. 
That,  Sir,  is  he  of  whom  I  fpoke,  that's  Ofmyn. 

King. 
He  anfwers  well  the  Chara(^eryou  gave  him. 
Whence  comes  it,  valiant  Ofmyn,  that  a  Man 
So  great  in  Arms,  as  thou  art  faid  to  be, 
So  hardly  can  endure  Captivity, 
The  common  Chance  of  War? 

O  S  M  Y  N. 

Becaufe  Captivity 
Has  robb'd  me  of  a  dear  and  juft  Revenge. 

K  I  N  G, 
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King. 
I  underftand  not  that. 

O  S  M  Y  N. 

I  would  not  have  you. 

Z  AR  A. 

That  gallant  Moor  in  Battle  loft  a  Friend, 
Whom  more  than  Life  he  lov'd;  and  the  Regret 
Of  not  revenging  on  his  Foes  that  Lofs, 
Has  caus'd  this  Melancholy  and  Defpair. 

King. 
She  does  excufe  him;    'tis  as  I  fufpeded. 

\To  Gonf. 

GONSALEZ. 

That  Friend  may  be  herfelf ;  feem  not  to  heed 
His  arrogant  Reply:   She  looks  concern'd. 

King. 
I'll  have  Enquiry  made  ;   perhaps  his  Friend 
.  Yet  lives,  and  is  a  Prifoner.      His  Name  ? 

Z  A  R  A. 

Heli. 

King. 
Garcia,  that  Search  fhall  be  your  Care: 
It  fhall  be  mine  to  pay  Devotion  here ; 
At  this  fair  Shrine  to  lay  my  Laurels  down, 

And 
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And  raife  Love's  Altar  on  the  Spoils  of  War. 
Conqued  and  Triumph,  now,  are  mine  no  more; 
Nor  will  I  Vi6lory  in  Camps  adore  ; 
For,  ling'ring  there,  in  long  Sufpence  flie  (lands, 
Shifting  the  Prize  in  unrefolving  Hands  : 
Unus'd  to  wait,   I  broke  through  her  Delay, 
Fix'd  her  by  Force,    and  fnatch'd  the  doubtful 

Day. 
Now,  late  I  find  that  War  is  but  her  Sport; 
In  Love  the  Goddefs  keeps  her  awful  Court: 
Fickle  in  Fields,  unfteadily  fhe  flies, 
But  Rules  with  fettled  Sway  in  Tiaras  Eyes, 


End  of  the  Firjl  Act, 


ACT 
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ACT     II.      SCENE     I. 

Reprefenting   the  IJle  of  a  Temple. 

Garcia,   Heli,  Perez. 

Garcia. 

THIS  Way,  we're  told,   Ofmyn  was  feen  to 
walk; 
Choofxng  this  lonely  Manlion  of  the  Dead, 
To  mourn,  brave  Heli,  thy  miftaken  Fate. 

Heli. 
Let  Heav'n  with  Thunder  to  the  Centre  flrike 
me, 
If  to  arife  in  very  Deed  from  Death, 
And  to  revifit  with  my  iong-clos'd  Eyes 
This  living  Light,  cou'd  to  my  Soul,  or  Senfe, 
Afford  a  Thought,  or  fhow  a  Glimpfe  of  Joy, 
In  leaft  Proportion  to  the  vafl:  Delight 
I  feel,  to  hear  o^  Ofmyn  s  Name;   to  hear 
That  OJmyn  lives,  and  I  again  fhall  fee  him. 
Garcia. 
I've  heard,  with  Admiration,  of  yourFriend- 
fhip, 

Perez. 
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Perez. 
Yonder,  my  Lord,  behold  the  noble  Moor, 

H  EL  I. 

Where?  where? 

Garcia. 
I  faw  him  not,  nor  any  like  him — - 
Perez. 
I  faw  him  when  I  fpoke,  thwarting  my  View, 
And  ftriding  with  diftemper'd  Hade;  his  Eyes 
Seem'dFlame,andflafli'diipon  me  witha  Glance; 
Then  forward  ftiot  their  Fires,  which  he  purfu'd, 
As  to  fome  Objed  frightful,  yet  not  fear'd. 

G  A  R  c  I  A. 

Let's  hafte  to  follow  him,  and  know  the  Caufe. 

H  E  L  I. 

My  Lord,  let  me  intreat  you  to  forbear: 
Leave  me  alone,  to  find  and  cure  the  Caufe. 
I  know  his  Melancholy,  and  fuch  Starts 
Are  ufual  to  his  Temper.     It  might  raife  him 
To  a61  fome  Violence  upon  himfeif, 
So  to  be  caught  in  an  unguarded  Hour, 
And  when  his  Soul  gives  all  her  Paffions  way. 
Secure  and  loofe  in  friendly  Sohtude. 
I  know  his  noble  Heart  would  burft  with  Shame, 

To 
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To  be  furpris'd  by  Strangers  in  its  Frailty. 
Garcia. 
Go,  gen'rous  Heli,  and  relieve  your  Friend 
Far  be  it  from  me,  ofiicioufly  to  pry 
Or  prefs  upon  the  Privacies  of  others. 

S  C  E  N  E     II. 

Garcia,    Perez. 
Garcia. 

PE RET^,  the  King  expeds  from  our  Return 
To  have  his  Jealoufy  confirm'd  orclear'd. 
Of  that  appearing  Love  which  Xjira  bears 
To  Ojmyn;  but  fome  other  Opportunity 
Muft  make  that  plain. 

Perez. 
To  me  'twas  long  fmce  plain. 
And  ev'ry  Look  from  him  and  her  confirms  it. 
Garcia. 
If  fo,  Unhappinefs  attends  their  Love, 
And  I  cou'd  pity  'em.   I  hear  fome  coming, 
The  Friends  perhaps  are  met;  let  us  avoid  'em. 

SCENE 
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SCENE     III. 

Almeria,  Leonora, 

A  L  M  E  R  I  A, 

IT  was  a  fancy'd  Noife,  for  all  is  hufli'd. 
Leonora. 
It  bore  the  Accent  of  a  Human  Voice. 

Almeria. 
It  was  thy  Fear,  or  elfe  fome  tranfient  Wind 
Whiftling  thro'  Hollows  of  this  vaulted  Ifle. 
Well  liften — 

Leonora, 
Hark! 

Almeria. 

No,  all  is  hufli'd,  and  flill  as  Death 'Tis 

dreadful  I 
How  reverend  is  the  Face  of  this  tall  Pile, 
Whofe  ancient  Pillars  rear  their  Marble  Heads, 
To  bear  aloft  its  arch'd  and  pond'rous  Roof, 
By  its  own  Weight  made  ftedfaft  and  immoveable. 
Looking  Tranquillity.      It  ftrikes  an  Awe 
And  Terror  on  my  aching  Sight:   the  Tombs 

And 
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And  monumental  Caves  of  Death  look  cold. 
And  flioot  a  Chilnefs  to  my  trembling  Heart. 
Give  me  thy  Hand,  and  let  me  hear  thy  Voice; 
Nay,  quickly  fpeak  to  me,  and  let  me  hear 
Thy  Voice — my  own  affrights  me  with  its  Echoes. 
Leonora. 
Let  us  return;   the  Horror  of  this  Place 
And  Silence,  will  increafe  your  Melancholy. 

A  LM  ER  I  A. 

It  may  my  Fears,  but  cannot  add  to  that. 
No,  I  will  on;   Ihew  me  Anfehms  Tomb, 
Lead  me  o'er  Bones  and  Skulls,  and  mould'ring 

Earth, 
Of  human  Bodies ;  for  LU  mix  with  them. 
Or  wind  me  in  the  Shroud  of  fome  pale  Corfe 
Yet  green  in  Earth,  rather  than  be  the  Bride 
Of  Garcia  s  more  detefted  Bed.     That  Thought 
Exerts  my  Spirits;  and  my  prefent  Fears 
Are  loft  in  Dread  of  greater  111.  Then  fhow  me. 
Lead  me,  for  I  am  bolder"  grown:   Lead  on 
Where  I  may  kneel,  and  pay  my  Vows  again 
To  him,  to  Heav'n,  and  my  Alphonjos  Soul. 
Leonora. 

I  go;    but  Heav'n  can  tell  with  what  Regret. 

SCENE 
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SCENE      IV. 

The  Scene  opening  dijcovers  a  Place  of  Tombs.    One 
Monument  fronting  the  View  greater  than  the  refi. 

H  EL  I. 

I  Wander  thro'  this  Maze  of  Monuments, 
Yet  cannot   find  him — Hark!    fure   'tis  the 
Voice 

Of  one  complaining —There  it  founds 

I'll  follow  it. 

SCENE      V. 

a  l  m  e  r  i  a,  l  e  o  n  o  r  a. 
Leonora. 

BEHOLD  the  facred  Vault,  within  whofe 
Womb 
The  poor  Remains  of  good  Anfelmo  reft; 
Yet  frefh  and  unconfum'd  by  Time  or  Worms. 
What  do  I  fee?  O  Heav'n !  either  my  Eyes 
Are  falfe,  or  flill  the  Marble  Door  remains 

Unclos'd: 
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Unclos'd  ;  the  Iron  Gates  that  lead  to  Death 
Beneath,  are  ftill  wide  ftretch'd  upon  their  Hinge, 
And  flaring  on  us  with  unfolded  Leaves. 

A  LM  ERI  A. 

Sure  'tis  the  friendly  Yawn  of  Death  for  me; 
And  that  dumb  Mouth,  fignificant  in  Show, 
Invites  me  to  the  Bed  where  I  alone 
Shall  reft ;  fhows  me  the  Grave,  where  Nature, 

weary, 
Andlongopprefs'd  with  Woes  and  bendingC  ares, 
May  lay  the  Burden  down,  and  fmk  in  Slumbers 
Of  Peace  eternal.    Death,  grim  Death,   will  fold 
Me  in  his  leaden  Arms,  and  prefs  me  clofe 
To  his  cold  clayey  Breaft:   My  Father  then 
Will  ceafe  his  Tyranny ;  and  Garcia  too 
Will  fly  my  pale  Deformity  with  loathing. 
My  Soul,  enlarg'd  from  its  vile  Bonds,  will  mount, 
And  range  the  Starry  Orbs,  and  Milky  Ways, 
Of  that  refulgent  World,  where  I  fliall  fwim 
In  liquid  Light,   and  float  on  Seas  of  Blifs 
To  my  Alphonfos  Soul.  O  Joy  too  great ! 
O  Ecftafy  of  Thought!   Help  me,  Anjelmo; 
Help  me,  Alphonfo;  take  me,  reach  thy  Hand ; 

Vol.  Ill  D  To 
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To  thee,  to  thee  I  call,  to  thee,  Alphonfo; 
O  Alphonfo! 


SCENE     VI.     • 

Almeria,  Leonora,  Osmyn  afcending 
from  the  Tomb. 

Osmyn. 

WH  O    calls    that  wretched  Thing  that 
was  Alphonfo'^ 
Almeria. 
Angels,  and  all  the  Hofl  of  Heav'n,  fupportme! 

Osmyn. 
Whence  is  that  Voice,  whofe  Shrilnefs,  from 
the  Grave, 
And  growing  to  his  Father's  Shroud,   roots  up 
Alphonfo  ? 

Almeria. 
Mercy!  Providence!  O  fpeak, 
Speak  to  it  quickly,   quickly  ;   fpeak  to  me. 
Comfort  me,  help  me,  hold  me,  hide  me,  hide  me, 
Leonora,  in  thy  Bofom,  from  the  Light, 
And  from  my  Eyes. 

Osmyn. 
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O  S  M  YN. 

Amazement  and  lUufion ! 
Rivet  and  nail  me  where  I  fland,  ye  Pow'rs ; 

""^  [Coming  forward. 

That  motionlefs  I  may  be  ftill  deceiv'd. 
Let  me  not  ftir,  nor  breathe,  left  I  difTolve 
That  tender,   lovely  Form  of  painted  Air, 
So  like  Almeria.     Ha!  it  finks,  it  falls  ; 
I'll  catch  it  ere  it  goes,  and  grafp  her  Shade. 
'Tis  Life!  'tis  warm!   'tis  fhe !  'tis  ftie  herfelf! 
Nor  Dead,  nor  Shade,  but  breathing  and  alive! 
It  is  Almeria,   'tis,  it  is  my  Wife  ! 


SCENE     VII. 

Almeria,  Leonora,    Osmyn,   Heli. 

Leonora. 

ALAS,  fhe  ftirs  not  yet,  nor  lifts  her  Eyes; 
He  too  is  fainting — Help  me,  help  me, 
Stranger, 
Whoe'er  thou  art,  and  lend  thy  Hand  to    raife 
Thefe  Bodies. 

D  2  Heli, 
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H  E  L  I. 

Ha!  'tis  he!  and  with — — Almerial 

0  Miracle  of  Happinefs !    O  Joy 
Unhop'd  for!   does  ^/mmfl  live ! 

O  S  M  YN. 

Where  is  fhe  ? 
Let  me  behold  and  touch  her,  and  be  fure 
'Tis  fhe;   ftiow  me  her  Face,  and  let  me  feel 
Her  Lips  with  mine — 'Tis  fhe,  I'm  not  deceiv'd; 

1  tafte  her  Breath,  I  warm'dher  andamwarm'd. 
Look  up.  Aimer ia,  blefs  me  with  thy  Eyes ; 
Look  on  thy  Love,  thy  Lover,  andthyHufband. 

A  L  ME  R  I  A. 

Lve  fworn  Fll  not  wed  G«ra«;  why  d'ye  force 
me? 
Is  this  a  Father? 

O  S  M  Y  N. 

Look  on  thy  Alphonjo. 
Thy  Father  is  not  here,  my  Love,  nor  Garcia: 
Nor  am  I  what  I  feem,  but  thy  Alphonjo. 
Wilt  thou  not  know  me  ?  Hafl  thou  then  forgot 

me? 
Haft  thou  thy  Eyes,  yet  canft  not  fee  Alphonfo? 
Am  I  fo  alter'd,  or  art  thou  fo  chang'd, 

That 
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That  feeing  my  Difguife,  thou  feeft  not  me  ? 
Almeria. 
It  is,  it  is  Alphonfo!  'tis  his  Face, 
His  Voice,  I  know  him  now,  I  know  him  all. 
O  take  me  to  thy  Arms,  and  bear  me  hence. 
Back  to  the  Bottom  of  the  boundlefs  Deep, 
To  Seas  beneath,  where  thou  fo  long  haft  dwelt. 

0  howhaft  thoureturn'd?  Howhaft  thou  charm'd 
The  Wildnefs  of  the  Waves  and  Rocks  to  this  ? 
That  thus  relenting,  they  have  giv'n  thee  back 
To  Earth,  to  Light  and  Life,  to  Love  and  me, 

O  S  M  YN. 

O  I'll  not  afk,  nor  anfwer  how,  or  why, 
We  both  have  backward  trod  the  Paths  of  Fate, 
To  meet  again  in  Life ;  to  know  I  have  thee. 
Is  knowing  more  than  any  Circumftance 

Or  Means  by  which  I  have  thee 

To  fold  thee  thus,  to  prefs  thy  balmy  Lips, 
And  gaze  upon  thy  Eyes,   is  fo  much  Joy, 

1  have  not  Leifure  to  reflect,   or  know, 
Or  trifle  Time  in  thinking. 

Almeria. 

Stay  a  while — - 
Let  me  look  on  thee,  yet  a  little  more. 

D  3  O  S  M  Y  N, 
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O  S  MYN. 

What  would'ftthou?  thou  doft  put  me  from  thee. 

A  LME  R  I  A. 

Yes. 

O  S  M  Y  N. 

Arid  why  ?  what  doft  thou  mean  ?  why  dofl 
thou  gaze  fo  ? 

A  LM  ER  I  A, 

I  know  not,  'tis  to  fee  thy  Face,  I  think — 
It  is  too  much !   too  much  to  bear  and  live  ! 
To  fee  him  thus  again  is  fuch  Profufion 

Of  Joy,  of  Blifs — I  cannot  bear 1  muft 

Be  mad — I  cannot  be  tranfported  thus. 

O  S  M  Y  N. 

Thou  Excellence,  thou  Joy,  thou  Heav'n  of 
Love ! 

A  LMERI  A. 

Where  haft  thoubeenPand  how  art  thou  alive? 
Howis  all  this?  All-powerfulHeav'n,  what  are  we? 
O  my  ftrain'd  Heart — let  me  again  behold  thee, 
For  I  weep  to  fee  thee — Art  thou  not  paler  ? 
Much,  much;  how  thou  art  chang'd! 

O  S  M  Y  N. 

Not  in  my  Love. 

A  L  M  E- 
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A  LMERI  A. 

No,no,thyGriefs,Iknow,havedonethistothee. 
Thou  haft  wept  much,  Atphonjo;  and,  I  fear, 
Too  much,  too  tenderly  lamented  me. 

O  S  M  YN. 

Wrong  not  my  Love,  to  fay  too  tenderly. 
No  more,  my  Life ;  talk  not  of  Tears  or  Grief; 
Affli^lion  is  no  more,  now  thou  art  found. 
Why  doft  thou  weep,  and  hold  thee  from  my  Arms, 
My  Arms  which  ache  to  fold  thee  faft,  and  grow 
To  thee  with  twining?  Come,  come  to  my  Heart. 

A  LMERI  A. 

I  will,  for  I  fliould  never  look  enough. 
They  would  have  marry'd  me;  but  I  had  fworn 
ToHeav'nandthee,andfoonerwou'dhavedy'd— 

O  S  M  YN. 

Perfe61:ion  of  all  Faithfulnefs  and  Love ! 
Almeria. 

Indeed  I  wou'd — Nay,   I  wou'd  tell  thee  all. 
If  I  cou'dfpeak;  how  Ihavemourn'dand  pray'd; 
For  I  have  pray'd  to  thee  as  to  a  Saint : 
And  thou  haft  heard  my  Pray'r;  for  thou  art  come 
To  my  Diftrefs,  to  my  Defpair,  which  Heav'n 
Could  only  by  reftoring  thee  have  cur'd. 

D  4  O  S  M  Y  N, 
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O  S  M  Y  N. 

Grant  me  but  Life,  good  Heav'n,  but  Length 
of  Days, 
To  pay  fome  Part,  fome  little  of  this  Debt, 
This  countlefs  Sum  of  Tendernefs  and  Love, 
For  which  I  fland  engag'd  to  this  All-excellence: 
Then  bear  me  in  a  Whirlwind  to  my  Fate, 
Snatch  me  fromLife,  and  cut  me  fliort  unwarn'd; 
Then,  then  'twill  be  enough — I  fliall  be  old, 
I  fliall  have  liv'd  beyond  all  eras  then 
Of  yet  unmeafur'd  Time;  when  I  have  made 
This  exquifite,   this  mofi:  amazing  Goodnefs, 
Some  Recompence  of  Love  and  matchlefs Truth* 

A  L  M  E  R  I  A. 
*Tis  more  than  Recompence,  to  fee  thy  Face: 
If  Heav'n  is  greater  Joy  it  is  no  Flappinefs, 
For  'tis  not  to  be  born — ^What  fhall  I  fay? 
I  have  a  thoufand  things  to  know,  and  afk, 
And  foeak— That  thouart  here,  beyondallHope, 
All  Thought ;  that  all  at  once  thou  art  before  me, 
And  with  fuch  Suddennefs  hafl  hit  my  Sight, 
Is  fuch  Surprife,  fuch  Myftery,  fuch  Ecftafy! 
It  hurries  all  my  Soul,  and  ftuns  my  Senfe. 
Sure  from  thy  Father's  Tomb  thou  didft  arifel 

O  S  M  YNc 
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O  S  M  YN. 

I  did,  and  thou,  my  Love,  didftcallme;  thou. 

A  L  ME  RI  A. 

True;  but  how  cam'ft  thou  there?  Wert  thou 
alone  ? 

O  S  M  Y  N. 

I  was,  and  lying  on  my  Father's  Lead, 
When  broken  Echoes  of  a  diftant  Voice 
Difturb'd  the  facred  Silence  of  the  Vault, 
In  Murmurs  round  my  Head.  Irofeand  liften'd. 
And  thought  I  heard  thy  Spirit  call  Alphonfo; 
I  thought  I  faw  thee  too;  but  O,  I  thought  not 
That  I  indeed  ftiould  be  fo  blefs'd  to  fee  thee — ■ 

A  L  M  ERI  A. 

But  flill,  how  cam'ft  thou  hither?  how  thus? 

Ha! 

What's  he,  who  like  thyfelf  is  ftarted  here 
Ere  feen? 

O  S  M  Y  N*   ' 

Where  ?  ha !  what  do  I  fee  ?  Antonio  f 
I'm  fortunate  indeed — my  Friend  too  fafe  ! 

Heu. 
Moft  happily,  in  finding  you  thus  blefs'd, 

A  L  M  E' 
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A  LMERI  A. 

More  Miracles !  Antonio  too  efcap'd ! 

O  S  M  Y  N. 

Andtwice  efcap'd,  bodi  from  the  Rage  of  Seas 
And  War:  For  in  the  Fight  I  faw  him  falL 

H  ELI. 

But  fell  unhurt,  a  Prifoner  as  yourfelf, 
And  as  yourfelf  made  free ;   hither  I  came 
Impatiently  to  feek  you,   where  I  knew 
Your  Grief  would  lead  you  to  lament  Anfebno? 

O  S  M_  Y  N. 

There  are  no  Wonders,  or  elfe  all  is  Wonder, 

H  E  L  I. 

I  faw  you  on  the  Ground,  andrais'dyou  up: 
When,  with  Aftonifhment,   I  faw  Almeria, 

O  S  M  Y  N. 

I  faw  her  too,  and  therefore  faw  not  thee. 

Almeria. 
Nor  I;  nor  could  I,  for  my  Eyes  were  yours, 

O  S  M  YN. 

What  means  theBountyofAll-graciousHeav'n, 
That  perfevering  flill,  with  open  Hand, 
It  fcatters  Good,   as  in  a  Wafte  of  Mercy? 
Where  will  this  end.^  but  Heav'n  is  Infinite 

In 
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In  all,  and  can  continue  to  beftow, 
When  fcanty  Number  fhall  be  fpeni  in  telling. 
Leonora. 
Or  I'm  deceiv'd,  or  I  beheld  the  Glimpfe 
Of  two  in  fhining  Habits  crofs  the  Ifle; 
Who  by  their  pointing  feem  to  mark  this  Place, 

A  L  M  E  R  I  A. 

Sure  I  have  dreamt,  if  we  muft  part  fo  foon. 

O  S  M  Y  N. 

I  wifli  at  leaft,  our  Parting  were  a  Dream, 
Or  we  could  fleep  'till  we  again  were  met. 

Hell 

Tjira  with  Selim,  Sir;  I  faw  and  know  'em : 
You  muft  be  quick,  for  Love  will  lend  her  Wings . 

^  A  L  M  e  R  I  A. 

What  Love?  Who  is  fhePWhyareyoualarm'd? 

O  S  M  Y  N. 

She's  theReverfe  of  thee;  Ihe'smyUnhappinefs. 
Harbor  no  Thought  that  may  difturb  thy  Peace ; 
But  gently  take  thyfelf  away,  left  fhe 
Should  come  and  fee  the  ftraining  of  my  Eyes 
To  follow  thee.     I'll  think  how  we  may  meet 
To  part  no  more ;   my  Friend  will  tell  thee  all ; 
How  I  efcap'd,  how  I  am  here,  and  thus; 

How 
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How  I'm  not  call'd  Alphonfo,  now,  but  Ofrnyn; 
•And  he  Heli,     All,  all  he  will  unfold, 
Ere  next  we  meet 

A  L  M  E  R  I  A. 

Sure  we  fhall  meet  again — < 

O  S  M  Y  N. 

We  fhall;  we  part  not  but  to  meet  again. 
Gladnefs  and  Warmth  of  ever-kindling  Love 
Dwell  with  thee,  andrevive  thy  Heart  in  Abfence, 

SCENE     VHL 

O  s  M  Y  N  alone. 

YE  T  I  behold  her — yet — And  now  no  more. 
Turn  your  Lights  inward,  Eyes,  and  view 
my  Thought, 
So  ftiall  you  flill  behold  her — 'twill  not  be. 
O  Impotence  of  Sight!   Mechanic  Senfe, 
Which  to  exterior  Objedsow'fk  thy  Faculty, 
Not  feeing  of  Eledion,  but  Neceffity. 
Thus  do  our  Eyes,   as  do  all  common  Mirrors, 
Succeflively  refled  fucceeding  Images; 


Not 
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Not  what  they  would,  butmuft;  a  Star,  or  Toad: 

Juft  as  the  Hand  of  Chance  adminifters. 

Not  fo  the  Mind,  whofe  undetermin'd  View 

Revolves,  and  to  the  prefent  adds  the  paft: 

ElTaying  future  to  Futurity; 

But  that  in  vain.     I  have  Almeria  here 

At  once,  as  I  before  have  feen  her  often 

S        C       E        N       E  IX. 

Z  A  R  A,    S  E  L  I  M,    O  S  M  Y  N. 
Z  A  R  A. 

S  EE  where  he  flan ds,  folded  and  fix'd  to  Earth, 
Stiff 'ning  in  Thought;    a  Statue   among 
Statues. 
Why,  cruel  Ofmyn,  dofl  thou  fly  me  thus? 
Is  it  well  done?  Is  this  then  the  Return 
For  Fame,  for  Honor,  and  for  Empire  lofl? 
But  what  is  Lofs  of  Honor,  Fame  and  Empire? 
Is  this  the  Recompence  referv'dfor  Love? 
Why  dofl  thou  leave  my  Eyes,  and  fly  my  Arms, 
To  find  this  Place  of  Horror  and  Obfcurity? 
Am  I  more  loathfome  to  thee  than  the  Grave. 

That 
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That  thou  dofi;  feek  to  fhield  thee  there,  and  fhun 
My  Love?  But  to  the  Grave  I'll  follow  thee — 
He  looks  not,  minds  not,  hears  not;  barbarous 

Man, 
Am  I  negleded  thus?  Am  I  defpis'd? 
Not  heard!  ungrateful  Ofmyn. 

O  S  M  Y  N. 

Ha,  'tis  T^ara! 
Z  AR A. 
Yes,  Traitor;   T^ara,  loft,  abandon'd  Tjira, 
Is  a  regardlefs  Suppliant,  now,  to  Ofmyn. 
The  Slave,  the  Wretch  that  fhe  redeem'd  from 

Death, 
Difdains  to  liften  now,  or  look  on  Xjira. 

O  3  M  Y  N. 

Far  be  the  Guilt  of  fuch  Reproaches  from  me; 
Loft  in  myfelf,  and  bhnded  by  my  Thoughts, 
I  faw  you  not,  'till  now. 

Z  A  R  A. 

Now  then  you  fee  me — 
But  with  fuch  dumb  and  thanklefs  Eyes  you  look, 
Better  I  was  unfeen,  than  feen  thus  coldly. 

O  S  M  Y  N. 

What  would  you  from  a  Wretch  who  came 
to  mourn ;  And 
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And  only  for  his  Sorrows  chofe  this  Solitude? 
Look  round;  Joy  is  not  here,  nor  Chearfulnefs. 
You  have  purfu'd  Misfortune  to  its  Dwelling, 
Yet  look  for  Gaiety  and  Gladnefs  there. 

Z  A  R  A. 

Inhuman!  Why,  why  dofl  thou  wrack  me  thus? 
And  with  Perverfenefs,  from  the  Purpofe,    an- 

fwer? 
What  is't  to  me,  this  Houfe  of  Mifery? 
What  Joy  do  I  require?   If  thou  dofl  mourn, 
I  come  to  mourn  with  thee;  tofliare  thy  Griefs, 
And  give  thee,  for  'em,  in  Exchange,  my  Love. 

O  S  M  YN. 

O  that's  the  greateft  Grief — I  am  fo  poor, 
I  have  not  wherewithal  to  give  again. 

Z  AR  A. 

Thou  haft  a  Heart,  though  'tis  a  Savage  one; 
Give  it  me  as  it  is;  I  alk  no  more 
For  all  I've  done,  and  all  I  have  endur'd: 
For  faving  thee,  when  I  beheld  thee  firft, 
Driven  by  the  Tide  upon  my  Country's  Coaft, 
Pale  and  expiring,  drench'd  in  briny  Waves, 
Thou  and  thy  Friend,  'till  my  Compaflion  found 
thee; 

Compaffion! 
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Compaffion!  fcarce  will' town  that  Name,  fofoon, 
So  quickly  was  it  Love;   for  thou  wert  Godlike 
Ev'n  then.  Kneeling  on  Earth,  I  loos'd  my  Hair, 
And  with  it  dry'd  thy  wat'ry  Cheeks;  then  chaf 'd 
Thy  Temples,  till  reviving  Blood  arofe. 
And  like  the  Morn  vermilion'd  o'er  thy  Face. 
O  Heav'n!  how  did  my  Heart  rejoice  and  ache. 
When  I  beheld  the  Day-break  of  thy  Eyes, 
And  felt  the  Balm  of  thy  refpiring  Lips ! 

O  S  M  YN. 

O  call  not  to  my  Mind  what  you  have  done; 
It  fets  a  Debt  of  that  Account  before  me, 
Which  fhows  me   poor  and  bankrupt  ev'n  in 
Hopes. 

Z  AR  A. 

The  faithful  Selim,  and  my  Women,  know 
The  Dangers  which  I  tempted  to  conceal  you. 
You  know  how  I  abus'd  the  credulous  King; 
What  Arts  I  us'd  to  make  you  pafs  on  him. 
When  he  receiv'd  you  as  the  Prince  o^  Fez; 
And  as  my  Kinfman,  honor'd  and  advanc'd  you. 
O,  why  do  I  relate  what  I  have  done? 
What  did  I  not?  Was't  not  for  you  this  War 
Commenc'd?  Not  knowing  who  you  were,  nor 
why 

You 
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You  hated  Manuel,  I  urg'd  my  Hufband 
To  this  Invafion;   where  he  late  was  loft. 
Where  all  is  loft,  and  I  am  made  a  Slave. 
Look  on  me  now,  from  Empire  fall'n  to  Slavery; 
Think  on  my  Suff^' rings  firft,  then  look  on  me; 
Think  on  the  Caufe  of  all,  then  view  thyfelf: 
Reflect  on  OJmyn,  and  then  look  on  T^ra, 
The  fall'n,  the  loft,  and  now  the  captive  Xjira, 
And  now  abandon'd — fay,  what  then  is  Ofmyn? 

O  S  M  Y  N. 

A  fatal  Wretch- — a  huge  ftupendous  Ruin, 
That  tumbling  on  its  Prop,  crufh'd  all  beneath. 
Arid  bore  contiguous  Palaces  to  Earth. 

Z  A  R  A. 

Yet  thus,  thus  fall'n,  thus  levell'd  with  the  vileft. 
If  I  have  gained  thy  Love,  'tis  glorious  Ruin; 
Ruin!  'tis  ftill  to  reign,  and  to  be  more 
A  Queen;  for  what  are  Riches,  Empire,  Power, 
But  larger  Means  to  gratify  the  Will? 
The  Steps  on  which  we  tread,  to  rife,  and  reach 
Our  Wifh;  and  that  obtain'd,   down  with  the 

Scaffolding 
Of  Sceptres,    Crowns,   and  Thrones;  they've 
ferv'd  their  End, 

Vol.  IIL  E  And 
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And  are,  like  Lumber,  to  be  left  and  fcorn'd/ 

O  S  M  YN. 

Why  was  I  made  the  Inftruraent,  to  throw 
In  Bonds  the  Frame  of  this  exalted  Mind? 

Z  AR  A. 

We  may  be  free;  the  Conqueror  is  mine; 
In  Chains  unfeen  I  hold  him  by  the  Heart, 
And  can  unwind  or  flrain  him  as  I  pleafe. 
Give  me  thy  Love,  I'll  give  thee  Liberty.     ' 

O  S  M  Y  N. 

In  vain  you  offer,  and  in  vain  require 
What  neither  can  beftow.    Set  free  yourfelf. 
And  leave  a  Slave  the  Wretch  that  would  befo. 

Z  A  R  A. 

Thou  canft  not  mean  fo  poorly  as  thou  talk'ft. 

O  S  M  Y  N. 

Alas,  you  know  me  not. 

Z  A  R  A. 

Not  who  thou  art: 
But  what,  this  laft  Ingratitude  declares. 
This  groveling  Bafenefs — Thou  fay'ft  true,  I 

know 
Thee  not,  for  what  thou  art  yet  wants  a  Name: 
But  Something  fo  unworthy,  and  fo  vile, 

That 
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That  to  have  lov'd  thee  makes  me  yet  more  loft 
Than  all  the  Malice  of  my  other  Fate. 
Traitor,  Monfter,  cold  and  perfidious  Slave; 
A  Slave,  not  daring  to  be  free!  nor  dares 
To  love  above  him,  for  'tis  dangerous: 
'Tis  that,  I  know;  for  thou  doft  look,  with  Eyes 
Sparkling  Defire,  and  trembling  to  poJGTefs. 
I  know  my  Charms  have  reach'd  thy  very  Soul, 
And  thrill'd  thee  through  with  darted  Fires; 

but  thou 
Doft  fear  fo  much,  thou  dar'ft  not  wifh.     The 

King! 
There,  there's  the  dreadful  Sound,    the  King's 

thy  Rival! 

S  ELI  M. 

Madam,  the  King  is  here,  and  entering  now. 

Z  AR  A. 

As  I  could  wifti;  by  Heav'n  I'll  be  reveng'd. 


E2  SCENE 
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SCENE     X. 

Zara,  Osm'yn,   Selim,    the   King,    Perez, 

and  Attendants. 

King. 

WHY  does  the  faireft  of  her  Kind  with- 
draw 
Her  Shining  from  the  Day,  to  gild  this  Scene 
Of  Death  and  Night?  Ha!  what  Diforder's  this? 
Somewhat  I  heard  of  King  and  Rival  mention'd. 
What's  he  that  dares  be  Rival  to  the  King? 
Or  lift  his  Eyes  to  like,    where  I  adore? 

Zara, 
There,  he;    your  Prifoner,  and  that  was  my 
Slave. 

King. 
How?  Better  than  my  Hopes !   Does  fhe  ac- 
cufe  him?  [Afide. 

Zara. 
Am  I  become  fo  low  by  my  Captivity, 
And  do  your  Arms  fo  leflen  what  they  conquer, 
That  T^ara  mull  be  made  the  Sport  of  Slaves? 

And 
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And  ftiall  the  Wretch,  whom  yefter  Sun  beheld 
Waiting  my  Nod,  the  Creature  of  my  Pow'r, 
Prefume  to  Day  to  plead  audacious  Love, 
And  build  bold  Hopes  on  my  dejeded  Fate? 

King. 
Better  for  him  to  tempt  the  Rage  of  Heav'n, 
And  wrench  the  Bolt  red-hifling  from  the  Hand 
Of  him  that  thunders,  than  but  think  that  Info- 

lence. 
'Tis  daring  for  a  God.      Hence,  to  the  Wheel 
With  that  Ixion,  who  afpires  to  hold 
Divinity  embrac'd ;   to  Whips  and  Prifons 
Drag  him  with  Speed,  and  rid  me  of  his  Face. 

[Guards  Jeize  O^vdyn. 

Z  A  R  A. 

Compaffion  led  me  to  bemoan  his  State, 
Whofe  former  Faith  had  merited  much  more : 
And  through  my  Hopes  in  you,  I  undertook 
He  fliould  be  fet  at  large;    thence  fprung  his 

Infolence, 
And  what  was  Charity,  he  conftru'd  Love. 

King. 
Enough;  his  Punifhment  be  what  you  pleafe. 
But  let  me  lead  you  from  this  Place  of  Sorrow, 

E  3  To 
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To  one,  where  young  Delights  attend;  and  Joys 
Yet  new,  unborn,  and  blooming  in  the  Bud, 
Which  wait  to  be  hill-blown  at  your  Approach, 
And  fpread  like  Rofes  to  the  Morning  Sun: 
Where  ev'ry  Hour  fliall  roll  in  circling  Joys, 
And  Love  fhall  wing  the  tedious-wafting  Day. 
Life  without  Love  is  Load;  and  Time  ftands  ftill: 
What  we  reftife  to  him,  to  Death  we  give; 
And  then,  then  only,  when  we  love,  we  live. 


End  of  the  Second  AB, 


ACT 
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■ 

ACT     III.     SCENE     L 
A    P  R  I  S  0  X, 

O  s  M  Y  N  alone  with  a  Paper, 

O  S  M  YN. 

BU  T  now,  and  I  was  clos'd  within  the  Tomb 
That  holds  my  Father's  Afhes;  and  but  now, 
Where  he  was  Pris'ner  I  am  too  imprifon'd. 
Sure  'tis  the  Hand  of  Heav'n  that  leads  me  thus, 
And  for  fome  Purpofe  points  out  thefe  Remem- 
brances. 
In  a  dark  Corner  of  my  Cell  I  found 
This  Paper,  what  it  is  this  Light  will  fhow. 

If  my  Alphonfo Ha!  [Reading. 

If  my  Alphonfo  live,  rejiore  him,  Heavn; 
Give  me  more  Weight,  crujh  my  declining  Tears 
With  Bolts,  with  Chains,  Imprifonment  and  Want; 
But  blejs  my  Son,  vifit  not  him  for  me, 

E4  It 
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It  is  his  Hand;  this  was  his  Pray'r — yet  more: 

Let  evWy  Hair,  which  Sorrow  by  the  Roots  [Reading. 

Tears  from  my  hoary  and  devoted  Head, 

Be  doubled  in  thy  Mercies  to  my  Son  : 

Kot  for  myfelf  but  him,  hear  me,  All- gracious — 

'Tis  wanting  what  fhou'd  follow Heavn 

fhou'd  follow, 
But  'tis  torn  off — Why  fhou'd  that  Word  alone 
Be  torn  from  his  Petition?  'Twas  to  Heav'n, 
But  Heav'n  was  deaf,  Heav'n  heard  him  not; 

but  thus, 
Thus  as  the  Name  of  Heav'n  from  this  is  torn, 
So  did  it  tear  the  Ears  of  Mercy  from 
His  Voice,  ftiutting  the  Gates  of  Pray'r  againft 

him. 
If  Piety  be  thus  debarr'd  Accefs 
On  high,  and  of  good  Men  the  very  beft 
Is  fmgled  out  to  bleed,  and  bear  the  Scourge, 
What  is  Reward?  or  what  is  Punifhment? 
But  who  fhalldare  to  tax  Eternaljuftice? 
Yet  I  may  think — -I  may,  I  muft;  for  Thought 
Precedes  the  Will  to  think,  and  Error  lives 

Ere 
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Ere  Reafon  can  be  born.  Reafon,  the  Powet 
To  guefs  at  Right   and  Wirong;  the    twinkling 

Lamp 
Of  wand'ring  Life,  that  winks  and  wakes  by  turns. 
Fooling  the  Follower,  betwixt  Shade  and  Shin- 


ing. 


What  Noife!    Who's  there?   my  Friend!    How 
cam'ft  thou  hither? 

SCENE     II. 

OSMYN,     HeLI, 

Heli. 

TH  E  Time's  too  precious  to  be  fpent  in  tell- 
ing; 
The  Captain,  influenc'd  by  Almerias  Power, 
Gave  Order  to  the  Guards  for  my  Admittance. 

O  S  M  Y  N. 

How  does  Almeria?  But  I  know,  (he  is 
As  I  am.    Tell  me,  may  I  hope  to  fee  her? 

Heli. 

You  may;  anon,  at  Midnight,  when  the  King 
Is  gone  to  Reft,  and  Garcia  is  retir'd, 

(Who 
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(Who  takes  the  Privilege  to  vifit  late, 
Prefumingon  a  Bridegroom's  Right)  fhe'llcome. 

O  5  M  Y  N. 

She'll  come!  'tis  what  I  wifh,  yet  what  I  fear. 
She'll  come,   but  whither,  and  to  whom?   O 

Heav'n! 
To  a  vile  Prifon,  and  a  captiv'd  Wretch; 
To  one,  whom  had  ihe  never  known  fhe  had 
Been  happy:  Why,  why  was  that  heav'nly  Crea- 
ture 
Abandon'd  o'er  to  love  what  Heav'n  forfakes? 
Why  does  fhe  follow,  with  unwearied  Steps, 
One,  who  has  tir'd  Misfortune  with  purfuing? 
One,  driv'n  about  the  World  like  blafted  Leaves 
And  Chaff,"  the  Sportof  ad verfe  Winds;  'till  late 
At  length,  imprifon'd  in  fome  Cleft  of  Rock, 
Or  Earth,  it  refts,  and  rots  to  lilent  Dufl. 

H  E  L  I. 

Have  Hopes,  and  hear  the  Voice  of  better  Fate 
I've  learn'd  there  are  Diforders  ripe  for  Mutiny 
Among  the  Troops,  who  thought  to  ftiare  the 

Plunder, 
Which  Manuel  to  his  own  Ufe  and  Avarice 
Converts.  This  News  has  reach'd  Valentias  Fron- 
tiers, Where 
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Where  many  of  your  Subje<51s,  long  opprefs'd 
With  Tyranny  and  grievous  Impofitions, 
Are  rifen  in  Arms,  and  call  for  Chiefs  to  head 
And  lead  'em,  to  regain  their  Rights  and  Liberty- 

O  S  M  Y  N. 

By  Heav'n  thou'ft  rous'd  me  from  my  Ler 
thargy. 
The  Spirit  which  was  deaf  to  my  own  Wrongs, 
And  the  loud  Cries  of  my  dead  Father's  Blood; 
Deaf  to  Revenge — nay,  which  refus'd  to  hear 
The  piercing  Sighs  and  Murmurs  of  my  Love 
Yet  unenjoy'd;  whatnot  Almeria  could 
Revive,  or  raife,  my  People's  Voice  has  waken'd« 

0  my  AntoniOj  I  am  all  on  Fire, 

My  Soul  is  up  in  Arms,  ready  to  charge 
And  bear   amidfl   the   Foe,    with   conqu'ring 
Troops. 

1  hear  'em  call  to  lead  *em  on  to  Liberty, 
To  Victory;    their  Shouts  and  Clamors  rend 
My  Ears,  and  reach  the  Heav'ns;  Where  is  the 

King? 
Where  is  Alphonfof   ha!  where?  where  indeed? 
O  I  could  tear  and  burft  the  Strings  of  Life, 
To  break  thefe  Chains.     Off,  off,  ye  Stains  of 

Royalty.  Off 
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Off  Slavery.      O  curfe!  that  I  alone 

Can  beat  and  flutter  in  my  Cage,  when  I 

Would  foar,  and  floop  at  Vi61ory  beneath. 

H  E  L  I. 

Our  Poflure  of  Affairs,  and  fcanty  Time, 
My  Lord,  require  you  fhould  compofe  yourfelf' 
And  think  on  what  we  may  reduce  to  Pra6lice. 
TJira,  the  Caufe  of  your  Reflraint,  may  be 
The  Means  of  Liberty  reftor'd.     That  gain'd, 
Occafion  will  not  fail  to  point  out  Ways 
For  your  Efcape.  Mean  time,  I've  thought  already 
With  Speed  and  Safety,  to  convey  myfelf 
Where    not    far  off  fome  Malecontents  hold 

Council 
Nightly;  who  hate  this  Tyrant;  fome,  who  love 
Anjelmos  Memory,  and  will,  for  certain, 
When  they  fhall  know  you  live,  affift  your  Caufe. 

O  s  M  Y  N. 

My  Friend  and  Counfellor,  as  thou  think'ft  fit, 
So  do.  I  will  with  Patience  wait  my  Fortune. 

H  ELI. 

When  T^ra  comes,  abate  of  your  Averfion. 

O  S  M  Y  N. 

I  hate  her  not,  nor  can  diflemble  Love: 

But 
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But  as  I  may,  I'll  do.     I  have  a  Paper 
Which  I  would  fhow  thee,  Friend,  but  that  the 

Sight 
Would  hold  thee  here,  and  clog  thy  Expedition. 
Within  I  found  it,  by  my  Father's  Hand 
'Twas  writ ;   a  Pray'r  for  me,  wherein  appears. 
Paternal  Love  prevailing  o'er  his  Sorrows; 
Such  Sandity,  fuch  Tendernefs,  fo  mix'd 
With  Grief,  as  would  draw  Tears  from  Inhuma- 
nity. 

H  E  L  I. 

The  Care  of  Providence  fure  left  it  there. 
To  arm  your  Mind  with  Hope.      Such  Piety 
Was  never  heard  in  vain:    Heav'n  has  in  Store 
For  you,  thofe  Bleffings  it  with-held  from  him. 
In  that  Affurance  live;  which  Time,  I  hope. 
And  our  next  Meeting  will  confirm. 

O  S  M  YN. 

Farewel, 
My  Friend,  the  Good  thou  doft  deferve  attend 
thee; 


SCENE 
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SCENE     III. 
O  s  M  Y  N  alone, 

I' V  E  been   to   blame,  and  queftion'd  with 
Impiety 
The  Care  of  Heav'n.    Not  fo  my  Father  bore 
More  anxious  Grief.     This  fhould  have  better 

taught  me: 
This  Leflbn,  in  fome  Hour  of  Infpiration, 
By  himfet  down;  when  his  pure  Thoughts  were 

born, 
Like  Fumes  of  facred  Incenfe,  o'er  the  Clouds, 
And  wafted  thence,  on  Angels  Wings,  thro'  Ways 
Of  Light,  to  the  bright  Source  of  all.  For  there 
He  in  the  Book  of  Prefcience  faw  this  Day; 
And  waking  to  the  World  and  mortal  Senfe, 
Left  this  Example  of  his  Refignation, 
This  his  lafl  Legacy  to  me,  which,  here,  - 
I'll  treafure,   as  more  worth  than  Diadems, 
Or  all  extended  Rule  of  Regal  Pow'r. 


SCENE 
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SCENE     IV. 
OsMYN,   Zara  veil'd. 

O  S  M  Y  N. 

WHAT  Brightnefs  breaks  upon  me  thus 
thro'  Shades, 
And  promifes  a  Day  to  this  dark  Dwelling ! 

Is  it  my  Love? 

Zara. 
O  that  thy  Heart  had  taught 
Thy  Tongue  that  Saying.  [Lifting  up  her  Veil. 

OSMYN. 

Tiara !  I  am  betray'd 
By  my  Surprife. 

Zara. 
What,  does  my  Face  difpleafe  thee? 
That  having  feen  it,  thou  doft  turn  thy  Eyes 
Away,  as  from  Deformity  and  Horror. 
If  fo,  this  fable  Curtain  ftiall  again 
Be  drawn,  and  I  will  ftand  before  thee,  feeing. 
And  unfeen.     Is  it  my  Love?  Afk  again 

That 


&0     r/ie  MOURXIJ^G  BRIDE. 

That  Queftion,  fpeak  again  in  that  foft  Voice, 
And  look  again  with  Wifhes  in  thy  Eyes. 

0  no,  thou  canfl  not,   for  thou  feefl  me  now. 
As  fhe,  whofe  favage  Breafl  has  been  the  Caufe 
Ofthefe  thy  Wrongs;  as  fhe  whofe  barbarous  Rage 
Has  loaden  thee  with  Chains  and  galhng  Irons: 
Well  doftthou  fcorn  me,  and  upbraid  my  Falfe- 

nefs ; 
G  ould  one  who  lov'd,  thus  torture  whom  fhe  lov'd? 
No,  no,  it  muft  be  Hatred,  dire  Revenge 
And  Deteilation,  that  cou'd  ufe  thee  thus. 
So  thou  dofl  think;   then  do  but  tell  me  fo ; 
Tell  me,  and  thou  flialt  fee  how  I'll  revenge 
Thee  on  this  falfe  one,  how  I'll  (lab  and  tear 
This  Heart  of  Flint  'till  it  fhall  bleed  ;  and  thou 
Shalt  weep  for  mine,  forgetting  thy  own  Miferies. 

O  S  M  Y  N. 

You  wrong  me,  beauteous  Xjira,  to  believe 

1  bear  my  Fortunes  with  fo  low  a  Mind, 
As  ftill  to  meditate  Revenge  on  all 

Whom  Chance,  orFateworkingbyfecretCaufes, 
Flas  made  perforce  fubfervient  to  that  End 
The  Heav'nly  Pow'rs  allot  me;  no,  not  you, 
But  Deftiny  and  inaufpicious  Stars 

Have 
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Have  caft  me  down  to  this  low  Being:  Or, 
Granting  you  had,  from  you  I  have  deferv'd  it. 

Z  A  R  A. 

Canft  thou  forgive  me  then  ?  wilt  thou  believe 
So  kindly  of  my  Fault,   to  call  it  Madnefs  ? 
O,  give  that  Madnefs  yet  a  milder  Name, 
And  call  it  Paffion;  then,  be  ftill  more  kind. 
And  call  that  Paffion  Love. 

O  S  M  Y  N. 

Give  it  a  Name^ 
Or  Being  as  you  pleafe,  fuch  I  will  think  it. 

Z  A  R  A. 
O  thou  doft  wound  me  more  with  this   thy 
Goodnefs, 
Than  e'er  thou  cou'dft  with  bittereft  Reproaches; 
Thy  Anger  cou'd  not  pierce  thus  to  my  Heart, 

O  S  M  YN. 

Yet  I  cou'd  wifh — — 

Z  A  R  A. 

Hafte  me  to  know  it,  what? 

O  S  M  Y  N. 

That  at  this  Time  I  had  not  been  this  Thing. 

Z  AR  A. 

What  Thing? 
Vol.   ni.  F  Osmyn, 
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O  S  M  YN. 

This  Slave. 

Z  A  R  A. 

O  Heav'n!  my  Fears  interpret 
This  thy  Silence;  Somewhat  of  high  Concern, 
Long  fafhioning  within  thy  laboring  Mind, 
And  now  juft  ripe  for  Birth,  my  Rage  has  ruin'd. 
Have  I  done  this?  Tell  me,  am  I  fo  curs'd? 

O  S  M  Y  N, 

Time  may  have  ftill  one  fated  Hour  to  come. 
Which  wing'd  with  Liberty,  might  overtake 
Occafion  paft, 

Z  A  R  A. 

Swift  as  Occafion,  I 
Myfelf will  fly;  and  earlier  than  the  Morn 
Wake  thee  to  Freedom.  Now  'tis  late;  and  yet 
Some  News  few  Minutespaft  arriv'd,  which  feem'd 
To  fhake  the  Temper  of  the  King — ^who  knows 
What  racking  Cares  difeafe  a  Monarch's  Bed? 
Or  Love,  that  late  at  Night  ftill  lights  his  Lamp, 
Andftrikes  his  Rays  thro'  Dufk,  and  folded  Lids, 
Forbidding  Reft,  may  ftretch  his  Eyes  awake. 
And  force  their  Balls  abroad  at  this  dead  Hour, 
ril  try, 

.  O  S  M  Y  N. 
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O  S  M  YN. 

I  have  not  merited  this  Grace; 
Nor,  fhou'd  my  fecret  Purpofe  take  EfFe^l, 
Can  I  repay,  as  you  require,   fuch  Benefits. 

Z  A  R  A. 
Thou  canft  not  owe  me  more,  nor  have  I  more 
To  give,  than  I've  already  loft.  But  now, 
So  does  the  Form  of  our  Engagements  reft. 
Thou  haft  the  Wrong,  'till  I  redeem  thee  hence; 
That  done,  I  leave  thy  Juftice  to  return 
My  Love.      Adieu. 


T 


SCENE     V. 

O  s  M  Y  N  alone. 

HIS  Woman  has  a  Soul 
Of  godlike    Mould,     intrepid  and  com- 
manding, 
And  challenges,  in  fpite  of  me,  my  beft 
Efteem;   to  this  (he's  fair,  few  more  can  boaft 
Of  perfonal  Charms,  or  with  lefs  Vanity 
Might  hope  to  captivate  the  Hearts  of  Kings. 
But  ftie  has  Paffions  which  outftrip  the  Wind, 

F  2  And 
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And  tear  her  Virtues  up,  as  Tempefts  root 
The  Sea.   I  fear  when  fhe  fhall  know  the  Truth, 
Somefwift  and  dire  Event  of  her  bhnd  Rage 
Will  make  all  fatal.     But  behold,  fhe  comes 
For  whom  I  fear,  to  fhield  me  from  my  Fears. 
The  Caufe  and  Comfort  of  my  boding  Heart. 


SCENE     VI. 

A   L  M  E  R  I  A,    O   S  M  Y  N, 

O  S  M  Y  N. 

MY  Life,  my  Health,  my  Liberty,  my  All^ 
How  fhall   I   welcome  thee  to  this  fad 

Place? 
How  fpeak  to  thee  the  Words  of  Joy  and  Tran- 

fport  ? 
How  run  into  thy  Arms,  with-held  by  Fetters; 
Or  take  theeinto  mine, while  Fm  thus  manacled 
And  pinion'd  like  a  Thief  or  Murderer? 
Shall  I  not  hurt  and  bruife  thy  tender  Body, 
And  (lain  thy  Bofom  with  the  Ruft  of  thefe 
Rude  Irons  ?  Mufl  I  meet  thee  thus,  Almeria? 

Almeria. 
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A  LM  E  R  I  A. 

Thus,  thus ;  we  parted,  thus  to  meet  again. 
Thou  told'ft  me  thou  would'ft  think  how  we 

might  meet 
To  part  no  more — Now  we  will  part  no  more; 
For  thefethy  Chains,  or  Death,  fhalljoinus  ever. 

O  S  MYN. 

Hard  Means  to  ratify  that  Word ! — O  Cruelty ! 
That  ever  I  fhould  think  beholding  thee 
A  Torture!— yet,  fuch  is  the  bleeding  Anguifh 
Of  my  Heart,  to  fee  thy  Sufferings— O  Hisav'n! 
That  I  cou'd  almoft  turn  my  Eyes  away. 
Or  wifli  thee  from  my  Sight. 

A  LM  ERI  A. 

O !  fay  not  fo  ; 
Tho'  'tis  becaufe  thou  lov'fl  me.     Do  not  fay. 
On  any  Terms,  that  thou  dofl  wifh  me  from  thee. 
No,  no,  'tis  better  thus,  that  we  together 
Feed  on  each  other's  Heart,  devour  our  Woes 
With  mutual  Appetite;  and  mingling  in 
One  Cup  the  common  Stream  of  both  our  Eyes, 
DrinkbitterDraughts,  with  never- flaking  Third. 
Thus  better,  than  for  any  Caufe  to  part. 
What  dofl  thou  think  .^  Look  not  fo  tenderly 

F  3  Upon 
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Upon  me — fpeak,  and  take  me  in  thy  Arms — 
Thou   canft  not!   thy   poor  Arms  are   bound, 

and  ftrive 
In  vain  with  the  remorfelefs  Chains,  which  gnaw 
And  eat  into  thy  Flefh,  fellering  thy  Limbs 
With  rankHng  Rull. 

O  S  M  Y  N. 

Oh!   O— 

A  L  M  E  R  I  A. 

Give  me  that  Sigh. 
Why  doll  thou  heave,  and  ftifle  in  thy  Griefs? 
Thy  Heart  will  burft,  thy  Eyes  look  red  and  flart; 
Give  thy  Soul  way,and  tell  me  thy  darkThought. 

O  S  M  Y  N. 

For  this  World's  Rule,  I  wou'd  not  wound 
thy  Breaft 
With  fuch  a  Dagger  as  then  ftuck  my  Heart. 

A  LME  R  I  A, 

Why?why?toknowit,  cannot  woundme  more, 
Than  knowing  thou  haft  felt  it.     Tell  it  me. 
- — Thou giv'ftmePain  with  too  muchTendernefs! 

O  S  M  YN. 

And  thy  exceffive  Love  diftrai^s  my  Senfe  I 
O  wou'dft  thou  be  lefs  killing,  foft  or  kind, 

Grief 
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Grief  cou'd  not  double  thus  his  Darts  againftme. 

A  L  M  E  R  I  A. 

Thou  doft  me  Wrong,    and  Grief  too  robs 
my  Heart, 
If  there  he  flioot  not  ev'ry  other  Shaft; 
Thy  fecond  felf  jQiou'd  feel  each  other  Wound, 
And  Woe  fliou'd  be  in  equal  Portions  dealt. 
I  am  thy  Wife — 

O  S  M  YN. 

O  thou  haft  fearch'd  too  deep : 
There,  there  I  bleed;  there  pull  the  cruel  Cords, 
That  ftrain  my  cracking  Nerves  ;  Engines  and 

Wheels, 
That  piece-meal grind,areBedsofDownandBalm 
To  that  Soul-racking  Thought. 

A  LM  ER  I  A. 

Then  I  am  curs'd 
Indeed,  if  that  be  fo  ;  if  I'm  thy  Torment ^ 
Kill  me,  then  kill  me,  dafhmewith  thy  Chains, 
Tread  on  me:  What,  am  I  the  Bofom-Snake, 
That  fucks  thy  warm  Life-Blood,   and  gnaws 

thy  Heart? 
O  that  thy  Words  hadForce  to  break  thofe  Bonds,, 
As  they  have  Strength  to  tear  this  Heart  in  funder  ^ 

F4  So 
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So  fhou'dft  thou  beat  large  from  all  Oppreffion, 
Am  I,  am  I  of  all  thy  Woes  the  word? 

O  S  M  YN. 

My  all  of  Blifs,  my  everlafting  Life, 
Soul  of  my  Soul,  and  End  of  all  my  Wifhes, 
Why  doft  thou  thus  unman  me  with  thy  Words, 
Andmeltmedown  to  mingle  with  thy  Weepings? 
Why  doll  thou  afk?  why  doll  thou   talk   thus 

piercingly  ? 
Thy  Sorrows  have  difturb'dthy  Peace  of  Mind, 
And  thou  doft  fpeak  of  Miferies  impoflible. 

A  L  M  ER  I  A. 

Didfl;   thoti  not  fay,   that   Racks  and  Wheels 
Wiere  Balm, 
And  Beds  of  Eafe,  to  thinking  me  thy  Wife? 

O  S  M  Y  N. 

No,  no;  norflioti'd  thefubtleil:  Pains  that  Hell, 
Or  Hell-born  Malice  can  invent,  extort 
A  Wifh  or  Thought  from  me,  to  have  thee  other. 
But  thou  wilt  know  what  harrows  up  my  Heart : 
Thou  art  my  Wife — nay,  thou  art  yet  my  Bride! 
The  facred  Union  of  connubial  Love 
Yet  unaccomplifh'd ;  his  myfterious  Rites 
Delay'd;  nor  has  our  Hymeneal  Torch 

Yet 
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Yet  lighted  up  his  laft  mofl  grateful  Sacrifice ; 
But  dafli'd  with  Rain   from  Eyes,    and   fwail'd 

with  Sighs, 
Burns  dim,  and  glimmers  with  expiring  Light, 
Is  this  dark  Cell  a  Temple  for  that  God? 
Or  this  vile  Earth  an  Altar  for  fuch  Off 'rings? 
This    Den   for  Slaves,    this    Dungeon   damp'd 

with  Woes ; 
Is  this  our  Marriage-Bed?  Are  thefe  our  Joys? 
Is  this  to  call  thee  mine?  O  hold,  my  Heart! 
To  call  thee  mine?  Yes  ;  thus,  ev'n  thus,  to  call 
Thee  mine,  were  Comfort,  Joy,  extremeflEcftafy. 
But  O  thou  art  not  mine,   not   ev'n  in  Mifery; 
And  'tis  deny'd  to  me  to  be  fo  blefs'd. 
As  to  be  wretched  with  thee. 

A  LMER  I  A. 

No ;  not  that 
The  extrcrAeft  Malice  of  our  Fate  can  hinder: 
That  ftill  is  left  us,  and  on  that  we'll  feed, 
As  on  the  Leavings  of  Calamity. 
There  we  will  feall,  and  fmile  on  paft  Diflrefs, 
And  hug,  in  fcorn  of  it,  our  mutual  Ruin. 

O  S  M  Y  N. 

O  thou  doft  talk,  my  Love,  as  one  refolv'd, 

Becaufe 


go      The  MOURXIXG  BRIDE. 

Becaufe  not  knowing  Danger.  Butlook  forward ; 
Think  on  to  Morrow,  when  thou  fhalt  be  torn 
From  thefe  weak,  flruggUng,  unextended  Arms ; 
Think  how  my  Heart  will  heave,  and  Eyes  will 

ft  rain, 
'    To  grafp  and  reach  what  is  deny'd  my  Hands : 
Think  how  the  Blood  will  ftart,  and  Tears  will 

gulh 
To  follow  thee,  my  feparating  Soul. 
Think  how  I  am,  when  thou  (halt  wed  with  G<2ra<2/ 
Thenwill  I  fmearthefeWalls  with  Blood, disfigure 
And  dafh  my  Face,  and  rive  my  clotted  Hair, 
Break  on  the  flinty  Floor  my  throbbing  Breaft, 
And  grovel  with  gafh'd  Hands  to  fcratch  a  Grave, 
Stripping  my  Nails,  to  tear  this  Pavement  up. 
And  bury  me  alive. 

A  LM  ER  I  A. 

Heart-breaking  Horror! 

O  S  M  Y  N. 

Then  Garcia  ftiall  lie  panting  on  thy  Bofom, 
Luxurious,  revelling  amidft  thy  Charms ; 
And  thou  perforce  muft  yield,  and  aid  his  Tran- 

fport. 
Hell!  Hell!  have  I  not  Caufe  to  rage  and  rave? 

What 
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What  are  all  Racks, andWheels,andWhips  to  this? 
Are  they  not  foothmg  Softnefs,  finking  Eafe, 
And  wafting  Air  to  this  ?  O  my  Almeria, 
What  do  the  Damn'd  endure,  but  to  defpair. 
But  knowing  Heav'n,  to  know  it  lofl  for  ever? 

A  LM  ERI  A. 

O,  I  am  ftruck;  thy  Words  are  Bolts  of  Ice, 
Which,  fhotinto  my Breaft,nowmeltand  chillme. 
I  chatter,  fhake,  and  faint  with  thrilling  Fears. 
No,  hold  me  not — O,  let  us  not  fupport. 
But  link  each  other,  deeper  yet,  down,  down. 
Where  levell'd  low,  no  more  we'll  lift  our  Eyes, 
But  prone,  and  dumb,  rot  the  firm  Face  of  Earth 
With  Rivers  of  inceffant  fcalding  Rain. 

SCENE     VII. 
Zara,  Perez,  Selim,  Osmyn,  Almeria. 

Z  A  R  A. 

SOMEWHAT  of  Weight  to  me  requires 
his  Freedom. 
Dare  you  difputethe  King's  Command?  Behold 
The  Royal  Signet, 

Perez. 


92     rhe   MOURXIXG  BRIDE. 

Perez. 

I  obey;  yet  beg 
Your  Majefly  one  Moment  to  defer 
Your  entering,  'till  the  Princefs  is  return'd 
From  vifiting  the  noble  Prifoner. 

Z  AR  A. 

Ha! 
What  fay'fl  thou? 

O  S  M  Y  N. 

We  are  loft  I  undone!   difcover'd! 
Retire,  my  Life,  with  fpeed — Alas,  we're  feen : 
Speak  of  Compaffion,  let  her  hear  you  fpeak 
Of  interceding  for  me  with  the  King; 
Say  Somewhat  quickly  to  conceal  our  Loves, 
If  poflible. 

A  L  ME  R  I  A. 

" -I  cannot  fpeak. 

O  S  M  Y  N. 

Let  me 

Condu6l  you  forth,  as  not  perceiving  her. 
But  'till  file's  gone;   then  blefs  me  thus  again. 

Z  AR  A. 

Trembling  and  weeping  as  he  leads  her  forth! 
Confufion  in  his  Face,  and  Grief  in  hers! 

Tis 
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'Tis  plain,   I've  been  abus'd — Death  and  De- 

flru^lion! 
How  fliall  I  fearch  into  this  Myftery  ? 
The  blueft  Blaft  of  Peftilential  Air 
Strike,  damp,  deaden  her  Charms,  and  kill  his 

Eyes ; 
Perdition  catch  'em  both,  and  Ruin  part  'em. 

O  S  M  Y  N. 

This  Charity  to  one  unknown,  and  thus 

[Aloud  to  Almeria  asjhe  goes  out. 
Diftrefs'd,  Heav'n  will  repay;    all  Thanks  are 
poor. 


SCENE      VIII. 
Zara,  Selim,  Osmyn. 

Z  A  R  A. 

DAMN'D,  damn'd  Diffembler!  Yet  I  will 
be  calm, 
Choke  in  my  Rage,  and  know  the  utmoft  Depth 
Of  this  Deceiver — You  feem  much  furpris'd. 

Osmyn. 
At  your  Return  fo  foon  and  unexpected. 

Zara. 
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Zara. 
And  fo  unwifli'd,  unwanted  too  it  feems. 
Confufion!  yet  I  will  contain  myfelf. 
You're  grown  a  Favorite  fince  laft  we  parted ; 
Perhaps  I'm  faucy  and  intruding — 

O  S  M  YN. 

— Madam! 
Zara. 
I  did  not  know  the  Princefs'  Favorite; 
Your  Pardon,  Sir — miftake  me  not;    you  think 
I'm  angry;  you're  deceiv'd.     I  came  to  fet 
You  free :  But  fhall  return  much  better  pleas'd. 
To  find  you  have  an  Interefl  fuperior. 

O  S  M  YN. 

You  do  not  come  to  mock  my  Miferies  ? 

Zara. 
I  do. 

O  S  M  YN. 

I  could  at  this  time  fpare  your  Mirth, 
Zara. 
I  know  thou  could'ft,  but  I'm  not  often  pleas'd, 
And  will  indulge  it  now.     What  Miferies? 
Who  wou'd  not  be  thus  happily  confin'd, 
To  be  the  Care  of  weeping  Majefty? 

To 
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To  have  contending  Queens,  at  dead  of  Night 
Forfake  their  Down,  to  wake  with  watry  Eyes, 
And  watch  like  Tapers  o'er  your  Hours  of  Reft. 
O  Curfe!    I  cannot  hold- 

O  S  M  Y  N, 

Come,  'tis  too  much. 

Z  A  R  A. 

Villain! 

O  S  M  YN. 

How,  Madam! 

Z  AR  A. 

Thou  Ihalt  die. 

O  S  MYN. 

I  thank  you. 

Z  AR  A. 

Thou  ly'ft ;  for  now  I  know  for  whom  thou'dft 
live. 

O  S  M  Y  N. 

Then  you  may  know  for  whom  I'd  die. 

Z  AR  A. 

Hell!  Hell! 
Yet  I'll  becalm — Dark  and  unknown  Betrayer! 
But  now  the  Dawn  begins,  and  the  flow  Hand 
Of  Fate  is  llretch'd  to  draw  the  Veil,  and  leave 

Thee 
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Thee  bare,  the  naked  Mark  of  public  View. 

O  S  M  Y  N. 

You  may  be  ftill  deceiv'd,  'tis  in  my  Pow'r. 

Z  ARA. 

Who  waits  there  ?  As  you'll  anfwer  it,  look, 
this  Slave  \To  the  Guard, 

Attempt  no  Means  to  make  himfelf  away; 
I've  been  deceiv'd.     The  public  Safety  now 
Requires  he  fhou'd  be  more  confin'd,  and  none. 
No,  not  the  Princefs,  fuffer'd  or  to  fee 
Or  fpeak  with  him.    I'll  quit  you  to  the  King, 
Vile  and  Ingrate!   too  late  thou  fhalt  repent 
The  bafe  Injuftice  thou  haft  done  my  Love: 
Yes,  thou  fhalt  know,  fpite  of  thy  paft  Diftrefs, 
And   all  thofe  Ills  which  thou  fo  long  haft 

mourn 'd; 
Heav'nhasno  Rage,  like  Love  to  Hatred  turn'd, 
Nor  Hell  a  Fury,  like  a  Woman  fcorn'd. 


End  of  'Third  Adl. 


ACT 
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ACT    IV.     SCENE     I. 

A  Room  of  State. 

Z    A    R   A,       S    E   L    I    M. 
Z  A  R  A. 

THOU  haft  already  rack'd  me  with  thyStay; 
Therefore  require  me  not  to  afk  thee  twice: 
Reply  at  once  to  all.     What  is  concluded? 

S  E  L  I  M. 

Your  Accufation  highly  has  incens'd 
The  King,  and  were  alone  enough  to  urge 
The  Fate  of  Ofmyn;  but  to  that,  frefh  News 
Is  fmce  arriv'd,  of  more  revolted  Troops. 
'Tis  certain  Heli  too  is  fled,  and  with  him 
(Which  breeds  Amazement  and  Diftra(^ion]  fome 
Who  bore  high  Offices  of  Weight  and  Truft, 
Both  in  the  State  and  Army.      This  confirms 
The  King,  in  full  Belief  of  all  you  told  him. 
Concerning  Ofmyn,  and  his  Correfpondence 
With  them  who  firft  began  the  Mutiny. 

Vol.  III.  G  Wherefore 
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Wherefare  a  Warrant  for  his  Death  is  fign'd; 
And  Order  given  for  public  Execution. 

Z  A  R  A. 

Ha !  hafte  thee  \  fly,  prevent  his  Fate  and  mine  i 
Find  out  the  King,  tell  him  I  have  of  Weight 
More  than  his  Crown  t'impart  ere  Ojmyn  die. 

S  E  L  I  M. 

It  needs  not,  for  the  King  will  flraight  be  here. 
And,  as  to  your  Revenge,  not  his  own  Int'reft, 
Pretend  to  facrifice  the  Life  of  OJmyn, 

Z  A  R  A. 

What  fhall  I  fay?    Invent,  contrive,  advife 
Somewhat  to  blind  the  Kinoj,  and  fave  his  Life 
In  whom  I  live.      Spite  of  my  Rage  and  Pride, 
I  am  a  Woman,  and  a  Lover  ftill. 
O!  'tis  more  Grief  but  to  fuppofe  his  Death, 
Than  ftill  to  meet  the  Rigor  of  his  Scorn. 
From  my  Defpair  my  Anger  had  its  Source; 
When  he  is  dead  I  muft  defpair  for  ever. 

For  ever!   that's  Defpair it  was  Diftruft 

Before ;  Diftruft  will  ever  be  in  Love, 
And  Anger  in  Diftruft,  both  ftiort-liv'd  Pains. 
But  in  Defpair,  and  ever-during  Death, 
No  Term,  no  Bound,  but  Infinite  of  Woe. 

O 
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O  Torment,  but  to  think!    what  then  to  bear? 
Not  to  be  born — Devife  the  Means  to  fhun  it, 
Quick;   or,  by  Heav'n,  this  Dagger  drinks  thy 
Blood, 

S  E  L  I  M. 

My  Life  is  yours,  nor  wiih.  I  to  preferve  it. 
But  to  ferve  you.    I  have  already  thought. 

Z  A  R  A. 

Forgive  my  Rage;     I  know  thy  Love   and 
Truth. 
But  fay,  what's  to  be  done?  or  when,  or  how 
Shall  I  prevent,  or  flop  th'  approaching  Danger? 

S  EL  IM. 

You  mufl  ftill  feem  moft  refolute  and  fix'd 
On  0/m))n's  Death;  too  quick  a  Change  of  Mercy 
Might  breed  Sufpicion  of  the  Caufe.     Advife 
That  Execution  may  be  done  in  private. 

Z  A  R  A. 

On  what  Pretence  ? 

S  E  L  I  M. 

Your  own  Requeft's  enough. 
However,  for  a  Color,  tell  him,  you 
Have  Caufe  to  fear  his  Guards  may  be  corrupted. 
And  fome  of  them  bought  off  to  Ofmyns  Literefl, 

G  2  Who 
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Who,  at  the  Place  of  Execution,  will 

Attempt  to  force  his  Way  for  an  Efcape. 

The  State  of  Things  will  countenance  all  Sufpi- 

cions. 
Then  offer  to  the  King  to  have  him  ftrangled 
In  fecret,  by  your  Mutes;  and  get  an  Order, 
That  none  but  Mutes  may  have  Admittance  to 

him. 
I  can  no  more,  the  King  is  here.     Obtain 
This  Grant — and  I'll  acquaint  you  with  the  reft. 

SCENE     XL 

King,  G  ons  alez,  Perez,  Z  ara,  Selim.. 

King. 

BEAR  to  the    Dungeon    thofe    Rebelhous 
Slaves, 
Th'  ignoble  Curs,  that  yelp  to  fill  the  Cry, 
And  fpend  their  Mouths  in  barking  Tyranny. 
But  for  their  Leaders,  Sancho  and  Ramirez, 
Let  'em  be  led  away  to  prefent  Death. 
Perez,  fee  it  perform' d. 

G  O  N  S  A  L  E  Z»- 


rhe  MOURNING  BRIDE.     loi 

GONSALEZ, 

Might  I  prefume, 
Their  Execution  better  were  deferr'd, 
Till  Ofmyn  die.     Mean  time  we  may  learn  more 
Of  this  Confpiracy, 

K  I  N  c. 
Then  be  it  fo. 
Stay,  Soldier;  they  fhall  fufFer  with  the  Moor, 
Are  none  return'd  of  thofe  who  follow'd  Heli^ 

GONSALEZ. 

None,  Sir.    Some  Papers  have  been  fince  dif- 
cover'd 
In  Roderigo's  Houfe,  who  fled  with  him. 
Which  feem  to  intimate,  as  i£  Alphonfo 
Were  flill  alive,  and  arming  in  Valentia: 
Which  wears  indeed  this  Color  of  a  Truth, 
They  who  are  fled  have  that  Way  bent  their 

Courfe, 
Of  the  fame  Nature  divers  Notes  have  been 
Difpers'd,  t'amufe  the  People;  whereupon 
Some  ready  of  Belief  have  rais'd  this  Rumor: 
That  being  fav'd  upon  the  Coafl:  of  Afric, 
He  there  difclos'd  himfelf  to  Albucacim, 
And  by  a  fecret  Gompa6l  made  with  him, 

G  3  Open'd 
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Open'd  and  urg'd  the  Way  to  this  Invafion; 

While  he  himfelf,  returning  to  Valentia 

In  private,  undertook  to  raife  this  Tumult, 

Z  A  R  A. 

Ha !  hear'ft  thou  that  ?   Is  OJmyn  then  AlpJionJo  ? 
O  Heav'n,  a  thoufand  things  occur  at  once 
To  my  Remembrance  now,  that  make  it  plain, 
O  certain  Death  for  him,  as  fure  Defpair 
For  me,  if  it  be  known — -If  not,  what  Hope 
Have  I  ?  Yet  'twere  the  loweft  Bafenefs,  now 
To  yield  him  up — No,  I  will  ftill  conceal  him. 
And  try  the  Force  of  yet  more  Obligations, 
G  o  N  s  A  L  E  z. 

'Tis  not  impoflible.     Yet,  it  may  be 
That  fome  Impoftor  has  ufurp'd  his  Name, 
Your  beauteous  Captive  Zjira  cslu  inform. 
If  fuch  a  one,  fo  'fcaping,  was  receiv'd. 
At  any  time,  in  Albucacims  Court. 

King. 

Pardon,  fair  Excellence,  this  long  Negled: 
Anunforefeen,  unwelcome  Hour  of  Bufmefs, 
Has  thruft  between  us  and  our  While  of  Love; 
But  wearing  now  apace  with  ebbing  Sand, 
Will  quickly  wafte,  and  give  againthe  Day. 

Zara, 
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Z  AR  A. 

You're  toofecure:  The  Danger  is  more  im- 
minent 
Tiian  your  high  Courage  fuffers  you  to  fee; 
While  Ofmyn  lives,  you  are  not  fafe. 

King. 

His  Doom 
Is  pafs'd;  if  you  revoke  it  not,  he  dies. 

Z  A  R  A. 

'Tis  well.     By  what  I  heard  upon  your  En- 
trance, 
I  find  I  can  unfold  what  yet  concerns 
You  more.     One  who  did  call  himi^Glf  Alphonfo 
Was  caft  upon  my  Coaft,  as  is  reported, 
And  oft  had  private  Conference  with  the  King: 
To  what  Effect  I  knew  not  then :  But  he, 
Alphonjo,  fecretly  departed,  juft 
About  the  Time  our  Arms  embark'd  for  Spain. 
What  I  know  more  is.  That  a  triple  League 
Of  ftric^eft  Friendfliip,  was  profefs'd  between 
Alphonjo,  Heli,  and  the  Traitor  Ofmyn, 

King. 

Public  Report  is  ratify 'd  in  this, 

G  4  Z  AR  A. 
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Z  AR  A. 

And  Ofmyns  Death  requir'd  of  (Irong  Necef- 
fity. 

King. 
Give  Order  ftraight  that  all  the  Pris'nersdie. 

Z  AR  A. 

Forbear  a  Moment;   Somewhat  more  I  have 
V/orthy  your  private  Ear,  and  this  your  Mini- 
fter. 

King. 
Let  all  except  Gonfalez  leave  the  Room. 


SCENE     III. 
King,  Gonsalez,  Zara,  Selim. 

Z  A  R  A.  • 

I  Am  your  Captive,  and  you've  us'd  me  nobly; 
And  in  return  of  that,  tho'  otherwife 
Your  Enemy,  I  have  difcover'd  Ofmyn, 
His  private  Pra6lice  and  Confpiracy 
Againft  your  State:   And  fully  to  difcharge 
Myfelf  of  what  I've  undertaken,  now 
I  think  it  fit  to  tell  you,  that  your  Guards 

Are 
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Are  tainted;  fome  among  'em  have  refolv'd 
To  refcue  Ofmyn  at  the  Place  of  Death. 

King. 
Is  Treafon  then  fo  near  us  as  our  Guards? 

Z  A  R  A. 

Mod  certain;   tho'  my  Knowledge  is  not  yet 
So  ripe,  to  point  at  the  particular  Men. 

King. 
What's  to  be  done? 

Z  AR  A. 

That  too  I  will  advife. 
I  have  remaining  in  my  Train  fome  Mutes, 
A  Prefent  once  from  the  Sultana  Queen, 
In  the  Grand  Signior's  Court.  Thefe,  from  their 

Infancy, 
Are  pradis'd  in  the  Trade  of  Death;    and  fhall 
(As  there  the  Cuftom  is)  in  private  flrangle 
Ofmyn. 

GONSALEZ. 

My  Lord,  the  Queen  advifes  well. 
King. 
What  OflF'ring,  or  what  Recompence  remains 
In  me,  that  can  be  worthy  fo  great  Services? 
To  caft  beneath  your  Feet  the  Crown  you've 
fav'd,  Tho' 
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Tho'  on  the  Head  that  wears  it,  were  too  little. 

Z  A  R  A. 

Of  that  hereafter;   but,  mean  time,  'tis  fit 
You  give  flri6l  Charge,  that  none  may  be  admitted 
To  fee  the  Pris'ner,  but  fueh  Mutes  as  I 
Shall  fend. 

King. 
Who  waits  there  ? 

SCENE     IV. 

King,  Gonsalez,   Zara,  Selim,  Perez. 

King. 

ON  your  Life  take  heed. 
That  only  Zjiras  Mutes,  or  fuch  who 
bring 
Her  Warrant,  have  Admittance  to  the  Moor. 

Zara. 
They  and  no  other,  not  the  Princefs  felf. 

Perez. 
Your  Majefty  fhall  be  obey 'd. 
King. 

Retire. 

SCENE 
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S  C  E  N  E     V. 
King,  Gonsalez,  Zara,  Selim 

g  o  n  s  a  lez. 

THAT  Interdiction  fo  particular, 
Pronounc'd  with  Vehemence  againfl  the 
Princefs, 
Shou'd  have  more  Meaning  than  appears  bare- 

fac'd. 
The  King  is  bhnded  by  his  Love,  and  heeds 
It  not. — Your  Majefly  fure  might  have  fpar'd 
That  laft  Reftraint;  you  hardly  can  fufpeCl 
The  Princefs  is  Confederate  with  the  Moor. 

Zara. 
I've  heard,  her  Charity  did  once  extend 
So  far,  to  vifit  him,   at  his  Requeft. 
Gonsalez. 
Ha! 

King. 
How?  Shevifit  Ofmynf  MS[h?it^  my  Daughter? 
Selim. 
Madam,  take  heed ;  or  you  have  ruin'd  all. 

Zara. 
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Z  AR  A. 

And  after  did  folicit  you  on  his 

Behalf. 

King. 
Never.    You  have  been  mifinforni'd. 

Z  A  R  A. 

Indeed!  Then 'twas  a  Whifper  fpread  by  fome 
Who  wifti'd  it  fo  ;  a  common  Art  in  Courts. 
I  will  retire,  and  inflantly  prepare 
Inftrudion  for  my  Miniflers  of  Death. 


SCENE     VI. 

King,    Gonsalez. 

gonsalez. 

»nr^H  ERE's  Somewhat  yetofMyftery  in  this; 

jL     Her  Words  and  Adions  are  obfcure  and 

double. 

Sometimes  concur,  and  fometimes  difagree; 

I  like  it  not. 

King. 

What  doft  thou  think,  Gonjalet; 

Are  we  not  much  indebted  to  this  fair  one? 

G  o  N- 
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G  O  N  S  A  LE  Z. 

I  am  a  little  flow  of  Credit,  Sir, 
In  the  Sincerity  of  Women's  A6lions. 
Methinks  this  Lady's  Hatred  to  the  Moor 
Difquiets  her  too  much;  which  makes  it  feem 
As  if  flie'd  rather  that  fhe  did  not  hate  him. 
I  wifh  her  Mutes  are  meant  to  be  employed 
As  fhe  pretends — I  doubt  it  now — Your  Guards 
Corrupted  !  how?  by  whom  ?  who  told  her  fo? 
I'th'  Evening  Ofmyn  was  to  die;  at  Midnight 
She  begg'd  the  Royal  Signet  to  releafe  him; 
I'th'  Morning  he  muft  die  again;   ere  Noon 
Her  Mutes  alone  muft  ftrangle  him,  or  he'll 
Efcape.  This  put  together  fuits  not  well. 

King. 

Yet,  that  there's   Truth  in  what  fhe   has  dif- 
cover'd, 
Is  manifeft  from  every  Circumftance. 
This  Tumult,  and  the  Lords  who  fled  with  Heli 

Are  Confirmation that  Alphonfo  lives^ 

Agrees  exprefly  too  with  her  Report. 

GONSALEZ. 

I  grant  it,  Sir ;   and  doubt  not,  but  in  Rage 
Of  Jealoufy,  ftie  has  difcover'd  what 

She 
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She  now  repents.  It  may  be  I'm  deceiv'd. 
But  why  that  needlefs  Caution  of  the  Princefs? 
Whatif  fhe  had  feen  Ofmynf  tho'  'twere  ftrange. 
But  if  fhe  had,  what  was't  to  her?   unlefs 
She  fear'd  her  flronger  Charms  might  caufe  the 

Moor's 
AfFe^lion  to  revolt. 

King. 

I  thank  thee,  Friend. 
There's  Reafon  in  thy  Doubt,  and  I  am  warned. 
But think'ft  thou  that  my  Daughter faw this  Moor? 

GONSALEZ. 

If  Ofmyn  be,  as  Zj^ra  has  related, 
Alphonfo's  Friend ;  'tis  not  impoffible, 
But  fhe  might  wifli  on  his  Account  to  fee  him 

King. 
Say'fl  thou?  By  Heav'n  thou  haft  rous'd   a 
Thought, 
That  like  a  fudden  Earthquake fhakes  my  Frame; 
Confufion!  then  my  Daughter's  an  Accomplice, 
And  plots  in  private  with  this  hellifh  Moor. 

GONSALEZ. 

That  were  too  hard  a  Thought— but  fee,  fhe 
comes. 

'Twere 


rhe  MOURXIXG  BRIDE,     iii 

'Twere  not  amifs  to  queftion  her  a  little. 
And  try,  howe'er,  if  I've  divin'd  aright. 
If  what  I  fear  be  true,  fhe'U  be  concern'd 
For  OJmyns  Death,  as  he's  Alphonjo's  Friend. 
Urge  that,  to  try  if  fhe'll  folicit  for  him. 

SCENE     VII. 
King,  Gonsalez,  Almeria,  Leonora. 

King. 

YOUR  coming  has  prevented  me,  Almeria; 
I  had  determin'd  to  have  fent  for  you. 
Let  your  Attendant  be  difmifs'd;   I  have 

[Leonora  retires. 
To  talk  with  you.     Come  near,  why  doft  thou 

fhake? 
What  mean  thofe  fwollen  and  red-fleck'd  Eyes, 

that  look 
As  they  had  wept  in  Blood,  and  worn  the  Night 
In  waking  Anguifh  ?  Why  this,  on  the  Day 
Which  was  defign'd  to  celebrate  thy  Nuptials: 
But  that  the  Beams  of  Light  are  to  be  ftain'd 
With  reeking  Gore,  from  Traitors  on  the  Rack? 

Wherefore 
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Wherefore  I  have  deferr'd  the  Marriage  Rites, 
Nor  fhall  the  guilty  Horrors  of  this  Day 
Prophane  that  Jubilee. 

A  L  M  E  R  I  A. 

All  Days  to  me 
Henceforth  are  equal ;  this  the  Day  of  Death, 
To  Morrow,  and  the  next,  and  each  that  follows, 
Will  undiftinguifh'd  roll,  and  but  prolong 
One  hated  Line  of  more  extended  Woe» 

King. 
Whence  is  thy  Grief?   Give  me  to  know  the 
Caufe, 
And  look  thou  anfwer  me  with  Truth ;  for  know, 
I  am  not  unacquainted  with  thy  Falfehood. 
Why  art  thou  mute?  bafe  and  degenerate  Maid! 

GONSALEZ. 

DearMadam,fpeak, or  you'll  incenfe  theKing. 

A  LME  RI  A. 

What  is't  to  fpeak  ?  or  wherefore  fliou'd  I 
fpeak  ? 
What  mean  thefe  Tears,  but  Grief  unutterable? 

King. 
They  are  the  dumb  Confeffions  of  thy  Mind; 

They 
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They  mean  thy  Guilt ;  and  fay  thou  wert  con- 
fed 'rate 
With  damn'd  Confpirators  to  take  my  Life. 
O  impious  Parricide!  now  canft  thoufpeak? 

A  LMER  I  A. 

O  Earth,  behold,  I  kneel  upon  thy  Bofom, 
And  bend  my  flowing  Eyes,  to  ftream  upon 
Thy  Face,  imploring  thee  that  thou  wilt  yield; 
Open  thy  Bowels  of  Compaflion,  take 
Into  thy  Womb  the  lafl;  and  moft  forlorn 
Of  all  thy  Race.  Hear  me,  thou  common  Parent; 
- — I  have  no  Parent  elfe — be  thou  a  Mother, 
And  ftep  between  me  and  the  Curfe  of  him, 
Who  was — ^who  was,  but  is  no  more  a  Father; 
But  brands  my  Innocence  with  horrid  Crimes, 
Andfor  the  tenderNames  of  Child  and  Daughter, 
Now  calls  me  Murderer  and  Parricide. 

King. 

Rife,  I  command  thee  rife — andif  thouwou'dft 
Acquit  thyfelf  of  thofe  detefled  Names, 
Swear  thou  haft  never  feen  that  foreign  Dog, 
Now  doom'd  to  die,  that  moft  accurfed  Ofmyn, 

.     A  LM  E  R  I  A. 

Never,  but  as  with  Innocence  I  might. 
Vol.  III.  H  And 
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And  free  of  all  bad  Purpofes.      So  Heav'n's 
My  Witnefs. 

King. 
Vile  equivocating  Wretch! 
With  Innocence? O  Patience!  hear, — fheowns  it! 
ConfelTes  it  I  By  Heav'n  I'll  have  him  rack'd, 
Torn,  mangled,  flay'd,  impal'd^ — All  Pains  and 

Tortures 
That  Wit  of  Man  and  dire  Revenge  can  think, 
Shall  he  accumulated  under-bear. 

A  LM  E  R  I  A. 

Oh,  I  am  loft — there  Fate  begins  to  wound. 

King. 
Hear  me,   then;   if  thou  canft,  reply;  know, 
Traitrefs, 
I'm  not  to  learn  that  curs'd  Alphonfo  lives; 
Nor  am  I  ignorant  what  Ofmyn  is. 

A  L  ME  R  I  A. 

Then  all  is  ended,  and  we  both  muft  die* 
Since  thou'rt  reveal'd,  alone  thou  flialt  not  die- 
And  yet  alone  wou'd  I  have  dy'd,  Heav'n  knows. 
Repeated  Deaths,  rather  than  have  reveal'd  thee. 
Yes,  all  my  Father's  wounding  Wrath,  tho'  each 
Reproach  cuts  deeper  than  the  keeneft  Sword, 

And 
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And  cleaves  my  Heart;  I  wou'd  have  born  it  all, 
Nay,  all  the  Pains  that  are  prepar'd  for  thee: 
To  the  remorfelefs  Rack  I  wou'd  have  giv'n 
This  weak  and  tender  Flefh,  to  have  been  bruis'd 
And  torn,  rather  than  have  reveal'd  thy  Being. 

King. 

Hell,  Hell !   do  I  hear  this,  and  yet  endure! 

What,  dar'fl  thou  to  my  Face  avow  thy  Guilt? 

Hence,  ere  I  curfe — flymy  juft  Rage  with  Speed; 

Left  I  forget  us  both,  and  fpurn  thee  from  me. 

A  L  M  E  R  I  A, 

And  yet  a  Father!  think  I  am  your  Child, 
Turnnot  yourEyes  away — lookon  me  kneeling; 
Now  curfe  me  if  you  can,  now  fpurn  me  off. 
Did  ever  Father  curfe  his  kneeling  Child? 
Never:  For  always  Bleffings  crown  that  Pofture. 
Nature  inclines,  and  half-way  meets  that  Duty, 
Stooping  to  raife  fromEarththeFilialReverence; 
For  bended  Knees  returning  folding  Arms, 
With  Pray'rs,  and  Bleffings,  and  paternal  Love. 
O  hear  me  then,   thus  crawling  on  the  Earth — 

King. 

Be  thou  advis'd,  and  let  me  go,  while  yet 
The  light  Impreffion  thou  haft  made  remains. 

H   2  A  L  M  E~ 
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A  L  M  E  R  I  A. 

No,  never  will  I  rife,   nor  loofe  this  Hold, 
'Till  you  are  mov'd,  and  grant  that  he  may  live. 

King. 
Ha!  who  may  live  ?  take  Heed,  no  more  of  that; 
For  on  my  Soul  he  dies,  tho'  thou,  and  I, 
And  all  fliou'd  follow  to  partake  his  Doom. 
Away,  off,  let  me  go. — Call  her  Attendants. 

[Leonora  and  Women  return- 

A  LM  ERI  A. 

Drag  me,    harrow  the  Earth  with  my  bare 
Bofom, 
I'll  not  let  go  'till  you  havefpar'd  my  Hufband. 

King. 
Ha!  what  fay'ft  thou  ?  Hufband!   Hufband! 
Damnation ! 
What  Hufband  ?  which  ?  who  ? 

Ax  M  E  R  I  A. 

He,  he  is  my  Hufband. 
King. 
Poifon  and  Daggers !  who  ? 

A  LME  R  I  A. 

O —  [Faints, 

G  O  N- 
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GONSALEZ. 

Help,  fupport  her. 

A  L  M  ERI  A. 

Let  me  go,  let  me  fall,  link  deep — I'll  dig, 
I'll  dig  a  Grave,  and  tear  up  Death  ;  I  will; 
I'll  fcrape  'till  I  colled  his  rotten  Bones, 
And  clothe  their  Nakednefs  with  my  ownFlefh; 
Yes,  I  will  ftrip  off  Life,   and  we  will  change: 
I  will  be  Death;  then,  tho'  you  kill  my  Hufband 
He  {hall  be  mine,  ftill  and  for  ever  mine. 

King. 

What  Hufband  ?  who  ?  whom  doll  thou  mean  ? 

G  O  N  S  ALE  z. 

She  raves. 

A  L  M  E  R  I  A. 

O  that  I  did.     OJmyn,  he  is  my  Hufband. 
King. 

OJmyn  I 

A  L  ME  R  I  A. 

Not  OJmyn,  but  Alphonjo  is  my  dear 
And  wedded  Hufband — Heav'n,  and  Air,  and 

Seas, 
Ye  Winds  and  Waves,  I  call  ye  all  to  witnefs. 

H  3  King. 
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King. 
Wilder  than  Winds  or  Waves  thyfelf  dofl  rave. 
Shou'd  I   hear  more,    I   too  fliou'd  catch   thy 

Madnefs. 
Yet  Somewhat  (he  mufl  mean  of  dire  Import, 
Which  I'll  not  hear,  'till  I  am  more  at  Peace. 
Watch  her  returning  Senfe,  and  bring  me  Word: 
And  look  that  (he  attempt  not  on  her  Life. 

SCENE     VIII. 

Almeria,  Gonsalez,   Leonora, 
Attendants. 

Almeria. 
Stay,  yet  ftay;  hear  me,  I  am  not  mad. 
I  wou'd  to  Heav'n  I  were — He's  o-one. 
Gonsalez. 

Have  Comfort. 
Almeria. 
Curs'd   be  that  Tongue,   that  bids  me  be  of 
Comfort ; 
Curs'd  my  own  Tongue,  that  cou'd  not  move 
his  Pity; 

Curs'd 
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Curs'd   thefe  weak  Hands  that  cou'd  not  hold 

him  here ; 
For  he  is  gone  to  doom  Alphonfo\  Death. 
G  o  N  s  A  L  E  z. 
W"      Your  too  exceflive  Grief  works  on  your  Fancy, 
And  deludes  your  Senfe.  Alphonfo,  if  living, 
Is  far  from  hence,  beyond  your  Father's  Power. 

A  LM  E  R  I  A. 

Hence,  thou  detefted,  ill-tim'd  Flatterer; 
Source  of  my  Woes:    Thou  ajnd   thy  Race  be 

curs'd; 
But  doubly  thou,  who  cou'dfl  alone  have  Policy 
,     And  Fraud,  to  find  the  fatal  Secret  out, 
*■ ""  And  know  that  OJmyn  was  Alphonfo. 

GONSALEZ. 

Ha! 

A  LM  ER  I  A. 

Why  doft  thou  ftart  ?  what  doft  thou  fee  or  hear? 
Was  it  the  doleful  Bell,  tolling  for  Death  ? 
Or  dying  Groans  from  my  Alphonfo' s  Bread? 
See,  fee,  look  yonder!  where  a  grizzled,  pale. 
And  ghaftly  Head  glares  by,  all   fmear'd  with 

Blood, 
Gafping  as  it  wou'd  fpeak;   and  after  fee, 

H  4  Behold 
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Beholdadamp,  deadHandhasdropp'daDagger: 
I'll  catch  it — Hark!   a  Voice  cries  Murder!  ah! 
My  Father's  Voice !  hollow  it  founds,  and  calls 
Me  from  the  Tomb — I'll  follow  it;  for  there 
I  fhall  again  behold  my  dear  Alphonfo. 

S  C  E  N  E     IX. 

GoNSALEZ  alone. 

She's  greatly  griev'd ;  nor  am  I  lefs  furpris'd. 
OJmyn  Alphonfo  I  no ;  flie  over-rates 
My  Policy!  I  ne'er  fufpe6led  it; 
Nor  now  had  known  it,  but  from  her  Miftake. 
Her  Hufband  too  !   Ha!  Where  is  Garcia  then? 
Andwherethe  Crown  thatfliou'ddefcendonhim, 
To  grace  the  Line  of  my  Pofterity  ? 
Hold,  let  me  think — If  I  fhou'd  tell  the  King — 
Things  come  to  this  Extremity;  his  Daughter 
Wedded  already — what  if  he  fbou'd  yield? 
Knowing  no  Remedy  for  what  is  pafl; 
And  urg'd  by  Nature  pleading  for  his  Child, 
With  which  he  feems  to  be  already  fhaken. 
And  tho'  I  know  he  hates  beyond  the  Grave 

Anfelmo's 
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Anfelmos  Race  ;  yet  if — that  If  concludes  me. 
To  doubt,  when  I  may  be  afTur'd,  is  Folly. 
But  how  prevent  the  captive  Queen,  who  means 
To  fet  him  free  ?  Ay,  now  'tis  plain ;   O  well 
Invented  Tale  !    He  was  Alpho7ifo's  Friend. 
This  fubtle  Woman  will  amufe  the  King, 
If  I  delay — 'twill  do — or  better  fo. 
One  to  my  Wifh.     Alonzo,  thou  art  welcome. 

\  S  C  E  N  E     X. 
GoNSALEZ,  Alonzo. 

Alonzo. 

THE  King  expels  your  Lordfliip. 
GONSALEZ. 

'Tis  no  Matter. 
I'm  not  i'th'  Way  at  prefent,  good  Alonzo. 
Alonzo. 
If't  pleafeyour  Lordfhip,  I'll  return,  and  fay 
I  have  not  feen  you. 

GONSALEZ. 

Do,  my  befl  Alonzo. 
Yet  ftay,  I  wou'd — but  go  ;  anon  will  ferve — 

Yet 
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Yet  I  have  that  requires  thy  fpeedy  Help. 
I  think  thou  wou'dft  not  flop  to  do  me  Service. 
A  L  o  N  z  o. 
I  am  your  Creature. 

GONSALEZ. 

Say  thou  art  my  Friend. 
IVe  feen  thy  Sword  do  noble  Execution. 
A  L  o  N  z  o. 
All  that  it  can  your  Lordfliip  fhall  command. 

GONSALEZ. 

Thanks;  and  I  take  thee  at  thy  Word.  Thou'ft 
feen, 
Among  the  Followers  of  the  captive  Queen, 
Dumb  Men,   who  make  their  Meaning  known 
by  Signs. 

A  L  o  N  z  o. 
I  have,  my  Lord. 

GONSALEZ. 

Cou'dft  thou  procure,  with  Speed 

And  Privacy,  the  wearing  Garb  of  one 

Of  thofe,  tho'  purchas'd  by  his  Death,  I'd  give 

Thee  fuch  Reward,  as  fhou'd  exceed  thy  Wi(h. 

A  L  ON  z  o. 

Conclude  it  done.    Where  ftiall  I  wait  your 

Lordfliip  ?  G  o  N- 
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GONSALEZ. 

At  my  Apartment,  life  thy utmofl Diligence; 
And  fay  I've  not  been  feen — hafte,  good  Alonzo, 
So,  this  can  hardly  fail.     Alphonfo  flain, 
The  greatefl  Obftacle  is  then  remov'd. 
Almeria  widow'd,  yet  again  may  wed ; 
And  I  yet  fix  the  Crown  on  Garcia  ?>  Head. 


End  of  the  Fourth  AH, 


ACT 
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ACT     V.     SCENE     I. 

A  Room  of  State. 
King,  Perez,  A  l  o  n  z  o. 

King. 

NOT  to  be  found?  In  an  ill  Hourhes  ab- 
fent. 
None,    fay  you,   none?    what,  not  the  fav'ritc 

Eunuch  ? 
Nor  flie  herfelf,  nor  any  of  her  Mutes, 
Have  yet  requir'd  Admittance? 

Perez. 

None,  my  Lord. 
King. 
Is  Ofmyn  fo  difpofed  as  I  commanded? 

Perez. 
Fall  bound  in   double  Chains,  and  at  full 
Length 
He  lies  fupine  on  Earth ;  with  as  much  Eafe 
She  might  remove  the  Centre  of  this  Earth, 
As  loofe  the  Rivets  of  his  Bonds. 

King. 
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King. 

'Tis  well. 

[A  Mute  appears,  andjeeing  the  King,  retires. 
Ha !  flop  and  feize  that  Mute ;  Alonzo,  follow  him: 
Ent'ring  he  met  my  Eyes,  and  flarted  back, 
Frighted,  and  fumbling  one  Handinhis  Bofom, 
As  to  conceal  th'  Importance  of  his  Errand. 
[Alonzo  follotus  him,  and  returns  with  a  Paper. 
Alonzo. 
O  bloody  Proof  of  obftinate  Fidelity! 

King. 
What  doft  thou  mean? 

Alonzo. 

Soon  as  I  feiz'd  the  Man, 
He  fnatch'd  from  out  his  Bofom  this — and  drove 
With  rafh  and  greedy  Hafte,  at  once  to  cram 
The  Morfel  down  his  Throat.  I  catch'd  his  Arm, 
And  hardly  wrench'd  his  Hand  to  wring  it  from 

him; 
Which  done,  he  drew  a  Poniard  from  his  Side, 
And  on  the  Inftant  plung'd  it  in  his  Breafl. 

King. 
Remove  the  Body  thence  ere  Zj^ra  fee  it. 

Alonzo. 
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A  L  O  N  Z  O. 

I'll  be  fo  bold  to  borrow  his  Attire ; 
'Twill  quit  me  of  my  Promife  to  Gonfalez. 


SCENE     II. 
King,  Perez. 

Perez. 

WH  ATE'ER  it  is,  the  King's  Complex- 
ion turns. 

King. 
How's    this?    My  mortal  Foe   beneath    my 
Roofl  [Having  read  the  Letter. 

O,  give  me  Patience,  all  ye  Powers!  no,  rather 
Give  me  new  Rage,  implacable  Revenge, 
And  trebled  Fury — Ha!  who's  there? 

Perez. 

My  Lord. 
King. 
Hence,  Slave,  how  dar'fl  thou  'bide  to  watch 
and  pry 
Into  how  poor  a  Thing  a  King  defcends; 
How  like  thyfelf,  when  Paflion  treads  him  down  ? 

in  a  • 
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Ha!  flir  not,  on  thy  Life:   For  thou wert  fix'd, 
And  planted  here  to  fee  me  gorge  this  Bait, 
And  lafliagainfl  the  Hook — By  Heav'n,  you're  all 
Rank  Traitors;   thou  art  with  the  reft  combin'd; 
Thou  knew'ft  that  Ofmyn  was  Alphonfo,  knew'ft 
My  Daughter  privately  with  him  conferr'd; 
And  wert  the  Spy  and  Pandar  to  their  Meeting, 

Perez. 

By  all  that's  Holy  I'm  amaz'd. 

King. 

Thou  ly'ft. 
Thou  art  Accomplice  too  with  T^ara;  here 
Where  ftie  fets  down — Still  will  I  Jet  thee  free — 

[Reading. 
That  fomewhere  is  repeated — /  have  Power 
O'er  them  that  are  thy  Guards — Mark  that,  thou 
Traitor. 
^  Perez. 

It  was  your  Majefty's  Command,  I  fhould 
Obey  her  Order. — 

King.    [Readiiig.'] 

Andjlill  will  I  Jet 

Thee  free,  Alphonfo- — —Hell!  curs'd,  curs'd  Al- 
phonjo ! 

Falfe 
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Falfe  and  perfidious  TJiral  Strumpet  Daughter! 
Away,  be  gone,  thou  feeble  Boy,  fond  Love, 
All  Nature,  Softnefs,  Pity  and  CompafTion, 
This  Hour  I  throw  ye  off,  and  entertain 
Fell  Hate  within  my  Breaft,  Revenge  and  Gall. 
By  Heav'n,  I'll  meet  and  counterwork  this  Trea- 
chery. 
Hark  thee.  Villain,  Traitor — anfwer  me,  Slave. 

Perez. 
My  Service  has  not  merited  thofe  Titles. 

King. 

Dar'll  thou  reply?    Take  that — thy  Service? 

thine?  [Strikes  him. 

What's  thy  whole  Life,  thy  Soul,  thy  All,  to  my 

One  Moment's  Eafe?  Hearmy  Command ;  and 

look 
That  thou  obey,  or  Horror  on  thy  Head. 
Drench  me  thy  Dagger  in  Alphonfo^  Heart. 
Why  doft  thou  ftart?    Refolve,  or — 

Perez. 

Sir,  I  will. 
King. 
'Tis  well — ^that  when  flie  comes  to  fet  him 
free, 

His 
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His  Teeth  may  grin,  and  mockatherRemorfe. 

[Perez  going. 

— Stay  thee — I've  farther  thought — I'll  add 

to  this, 
And  give  her  Eyes  yet  greater  Difappointment: 
When  thou  haft  ended  him  bring  me  his  Robe; 
And  let  the  Cell  where  fhe'll  expect  to  fee  hirii 
Be  darken'd,  fo  as  to  amufe  the  Sight. 
Ill  be  condu6i:ed  thither — mark  me  well — 
There  with  his  Turbant,  and  his  Robe  array'd. 
And  laid  along  as  he  now  lies  fupine, 
I  fhall  convid  her  to  her  Face  of  Falfehood. 
When  for  Alphonjos  fhe  fhall  take  my  Hand, 
And  breathe  her  fighs  upon  my  Lips  for  his, 
Sudden  I'll  ftart,  and  dafh  her  with  her  Guilt. 
But  fee,  fhe  comes ;  I'll  fhun  th'  Encounter ;  thou 
Follow  me,  and  give  Heed  to  my  Diredion. 


Vol.  III.  I  SCENE 
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SCENE     III. 

Z  A  R  A,    S  E  L  I  M. 
Z  A  R  A. 

'^  I  ^HE  Mute  not  yet  return'd!  Ha,  'twas  the 

.JL  King ! 

The  King  that  parted  hence!  frowning  he  went; 
His  Eyes  hke  Meteors  roll'd,  then  darted  down 
Their  red  and  angry  Beams ;    as  if  his  Sight 
Would,    hke  the  raging  Dog-ftar,    fcorch  the 

Earth, 
And  kindle  Ruin  in  its  Courfe.     Doft  think 
He  faw  me? 

S  E  L  I  M. 

Yes:  But  then,  as  if  he  thought 
His  Eyes  had  err'd,  he  haftily  recall'd 
Th'  imperfed  Look,  and  fternly  turn'd  away. 

Z  AR  A. 

Shun  me  when  feen!   I  fear  thou  haft  undone 
me. 
Thy  Ihallow  Artifice  begets  Sufpicion, 
And,  like  a  Cobweb-Veil,  but  thinly  fliades 

The 
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TheFace  of  thy  Defign;    alone  difguifing 
What  fliould  have  ne'er  been  feen.    Imperfe6l 

Mifchief ! 
Thou  hke  the  Adder,  venomous  and  deaf, 
Haft  ftung  the  Traveller ;    and,  after,  hear'ft 
Not  his  purfuing  Voice;  ev'n  where  thou  think'ft 
To  hide,  the  ruftling  Leaves  and  bended  Grafs 
Confefs,    and  point  the  Path  which  thou  haft 

crept. 

0  Fate  of  Fools!  officious  in  Contriving; 
In  Executing  puzzled,  lame  and  loft. 

S  E  L  I  M. 

Avert  it,  Heav'n,  that  you  fhould  ever  fuffer 
For  my  Defe6l:   or  that  the  Means  which  I 
Devis'd  to  ferve,  fliould  ruin  your  Defign! 
Prefcience  is  Heav'n's  alone,  not  giv'n  to  Man. 
If  I  have  fail'd  in  what,  as  being  Man, 

1  needs  muft  fail;    impute  not  as  a  Crime 
My  Nature's  Want,  but  punifh  Nature  in  me : 
I  plead  not  for  a  Pardon  and  to  live, 

But  to  be  punifh'd  and  forgiven.      Here,  ftrike; 
I  bare  my  Breaft  to  meet  your  juft  Revenge. 

Z  AR  A. 

I  have  not  Leifure  now  to  take  fo  poor 

I  2  A 
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A  Forfeit  as  thy  Life:   Somewhat  of  high 

And  more  important  Fate  requires  my  Thought. 

When  I've  concluded  on  myfelf,  if  I 

Think  fit,  I'll  leave  thee  my  Command  to  die. 

Regard  me  well;    and  dare  not  to  reply 

To  what  I  give  in  Charge;  for  I'm  refolv'd. 

Give  Order,  that  the  two  remaining  Mutes 

Attend  me  inilantly,  with  each  a  Bowl 

Of  fuch  Ingredients  mix'd,  as  will  with  Speed 

Benumb  the  living  Faculties,  and  give 

Moll  eafy  and  inevitable  Death. 

Yes,  Ofmyn,  yes;    be  Ofmyn  or  Alphonfo, 

I'll  give  thee  Freedom,  if  thou  dar'fl  be  free: 

Such  Liberty  as  I  embrace  myfelf. 

Thou  fhalt  partake.    Since  Fates  no  more  afford ; 

I  can  but  die  with  thee  to  keep  my  Word. 


SCENE 
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S  C  E  N  E     IV. 

SCENE  opening,  JhowS'  the  Prifon. 
GoNSALEZ    alone,  difguisd  like  a  Mute,  with  a 

Dagger. 

GONSALEZ. 

NO  R  Centinel,  nor  Guard!   the  Doors  un- 
barr'd! 
And  all  as  ftill,  as  at  the  Noon  of  Night! 
Sure  Death  already  has  been  bufy  here. 
There  lies  my  Way,  that  Door  too  is  unlock'd. 

[^Looks  in. 
Ha!  fure  he  fleeps — all's  dark  within,  favewhat 
A  Lamp,  that  feebly  lifts  a  fickly  Flame, 
By  fits  reveals — his  Face  feems  turn'd,  to  favoj- 
Th' Attempt:    I'll  Ileal,  and  do  it  unperceiv'd. 
WhatNoife?  Somebody  coming?  '{{,  Alonzo? 
Nobody?  Sure  he'll  wait  without — I  would  ^ 
'Twere  done — I'll  crawl,  and  fling  him  to  the 

Heart; 
Then  cafl  my  Skin,  and  leave  it  there  to  aufwe^' 
it.  •  [Goes  in. 

I  3  SCENE 
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SCENE      V. 
Garcia,  Alonzo. 

Garcia. 

WHERE?   where,   Alonzo?   where's  my 
Father?   where 
The  King?  Confufion!  all  is  on  the  Rout! 
All's  loft,  all  ruin'd  by  Surprife  and  Treachery. 
Where,  where  is  he  ?    Why  doft  thou  thus  mif- 
lead  me  ? 

Alonzo. 

My  Lord,  he  enter'd  but  a  Moment  fince. 

And  cou'd  not  pafs  me  unperceiv'd — What,  hoa! 

My  Lord,  my  Lord,  what,  hoa!  My  Lord  Gon- 

Jalez! 


SCENE 
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SCENE     VI. 
Garcia,    Alonzo,   Gonsalez    bloody. 

GONSALEZ. 

PERDITION  choke  your  Clamors 
whence  this  Rudenefs? 
Garcia  I 

Garcia. 
Perdition,  Slavery,  and  Death, 
Are  entering  now  our  Doors.  Where  is  the  King  ? 
What  means  this  Blood  ?    and  why  this  Face  of 
Horror? 

Gonsalez. 
No  Matter — give  me  firfl  to  know  the  Caufe 
Of  thefe  your  rafh  and  ill-tim'd  Exclamations. 
Garcia. 
The  Eaftern  Gate  is  to  the  Foe  betray'd, 
Who,  but  for  Heaps  of  flain  that  choke  thePaf- 

fage. 
Had  enter'd  long  ere  now,  and  born  down  all 
Before  lem,  to  the  Palace  Walls.     Unlefs 
The  King  in  Perfon  animate  our  Men, 

1 4  Granada^ 
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Granada  s  loft;  and  to  confirm  this  Fear, 
The  Traitor  Perez,  and  the  captive  Moor, 
Are  thro'  a  Poftern  fled,  and  join  the  Foe. 
G  o  N  s  A  LE  z. 
Wou'd  all  were  falfe  as  that ;    for  whom  you 
call 
The  Moor,  is  dead.     That  Ofmyn  was  Alphonjo; 
In  whofe  Heart's  Blood  this  Poniard  yet  is  warm. 
Garcia. 
Impoflible;  for  O/wjin  was,  while  flying, 
Pronounc'd  aloud  by  Perez  for  Alphonjo. 

GONSALEZ. 

Enter  that  Chamber,  and  convince  your  Eyes, 
How  much  Report  has  wrong'd  your  eafy  Faith. 

[Garcia  goes  in. 

A  L  O  N  Z  O. 

My  Lord,  for  certain  Truth  Perez  is  fled; 
And  has  declar'd,  the  Caufe  of  his  Revolt, 
Was  to  revenge  a  Blow  the  King  had  giv'nhim. 
Garcia.    [Returning.'] 
Ruin  and  Horror!   O  heart- wounding  Sight! 

G  o  N  s  A  L  E  z . 
What  fays  my  Son  ?    what  Ruin  ?    ha  ?  what 
Horror? 

Garcia. 
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Garcia. 
Blaftedmy  Eyes,  andfpeechlefs  be  my  Tongue, 
Rather  than  or  to  fee,  or  to  relate 
This  Deed— O  dire  Miftake!    O  fatal  Blow! 
The  King — 

GONSALEZ,    AlONZO. 

The  King! 

Garcia. 
Dead,  welt'ring,  drown'd  in  Blood. 
See,  fee,  attir'd  like  Ofmyn,  where  he  lies. 

[They  look  ifi. 
O  whence,  or  how,  or  wherefore  was  this  done? 
But  what  imports  the  Manner,  or  the  Caufe? 
Nothing  remains  to  do,  or  to  require. 
But  that  we  all  fhould  turn  our  Swords  againft 
Ourfelves,  and  expiate,  with  our  own,  his  Blood. 

GONSALEZ. 

O  Wretch !   O  curs'd,  and  rafh,  deluded  Fool ! 
On  me,  on  me,  turn  your  avenging  Sword. 
I,  who  have  fpilt  my  Royal  Mafter's  Blood, 
Shou'd  make  Atonement  by  a  Death  as  horrid. 
And  fall  beneath  the  Hand  of  my  own  Son. 
Garcia. 
Ha!  what?  atone  this  Murder  with  a  greater! 
The  Horror  of  that  Thought  has  damp'd  my 
Rage.  The 
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The  Earth  already  groans  to  bear  this  Deed; 
Opprefs  her  not,  nor  think  to  ftain  her  Face 
With  more  unnatural  Blood.  Murder  my  Father! 
Better  with  this  to  rip  up  my  own  Bowels, 
And  bathe  it  to  the  Hilt,  in  far  lefs  damnable 
S  elf-Murder. 

GONSALEZ. 

O  my  Son,  from  the  blind  Dotage 
Of  a  Father's  Fondnefs  thefe  Ills  arofe; 
For  thee  I've  been  ambitious,  bafe,  and  bloody : 
For  thee  I've  plung'd  into  this  Sea  of  Sin; 
Stemming  the  Tide  with  only  one  weak  Hand, 
While  t'other  bore  the  Grown,  (to  wreath  thy 

Brow) 
Whofe  Weight  has  funk  me   ere  I  reach'd  the 
Shore. 

Garcia. 
Fatal  Ambition!    Hark!  the  Foe  is  enter'd: 

[Shout. 
The  Shrilnefs  of  that  Shout  fpeaks'ematHand. 
We  have  no  Time  to  fearch  into  the  Caufe 
Of  this  furprifing  and  moft  fatal  Error. 
What's  to  be  done.^  the  King's  Death  known, 
will  ftrike 

The 


rhe  MOURXIXG  BRIDE,     139 

The  few  remaining  Soldiers  with  Defpair, 
And  make  'em  yield  to  Mercy  of  the  Conqueror. 
A  L  o  N  z  o. 
My  Lord,  I've   thought  how   to  conceal  the 
Body ; 
Require  me  not  to  tell  the  Means,  'till  done. 
Left  you  forbid  w^hat  then  you  may  approve. 

[Goes  in.     Shout. 

G  O  N  S  A  LE  Z. 

They  (hout again!  Whate'er  he  means  to  do, 
'Twere  fit  the  Soldiers  were  amus'dwith  Hopes; 
And  in  the  mean  time  fed  with  Expedation 
To  fee  the  King  in  Perfon  at  their  Head. 
Garcia. 

Were  it  a  Truth,  I  fear  'tis  now  too  late. 
But  I'll  omit  no  Care,  nor  Hafte;  and  try 
Or  to  repel  their  Force,  or  bravely  die. 


SCENE 
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SCENE     VII. 

GONSALEZ,  AlONZO. 
GONSALEZ. 

WHAT  haft  thou  done,  Alonzo  ? 
A  LO  N  z  o. 

Such  a  Deed, 
As,  but  an  Hour  ago,  I'd  not  have  done, 
Tho'  for  the  Crown  of  Univerfal  Empire. 
But  what  are  Kings  reduc'd  to  common  Clay? 

Or  who  can  wound   the  Dead? I've  from 

the  Body 
Sever'd  the  Head,  and  in  an  obfcure  Corner 
Difpos'd  it,  muffled  in  the  Mute's  Attire, 
Leaving  to  View  of  them  who  enter  next. 
Alone  the  undiftinguifhable  Trunk: 
Which  may  be  ftill  miftaken  by  the  Guards 
For  Ofmyn,  if  in  feeking  for  the  King 
They  chance  to  find  it. 

GONSALEZ. 

'Twas  an  Ad  of  Horror ; 
And  of  a  Piece  with  this  Day's  dire  Mifdeeds. 

But 
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But  'tis  no  Time  to  ponder  or  repent. 
Hafte  thee,  Alonzo,  hafte  thee  hence  with  Speed, 
To  aid  my  Son.      I'll  follow  with  the  laft 
Referve,  to  reinforce  his  Arms :  At  leaf!;, 
I  fliall  make  good,  and  fhelter  his  Retreat. 

SCENE     VIII. 

Z  A  R  A,  followed  by  S  e  l  i  m,  and  two  Mutes 
bearing  the  Boiuls. 

Z  ARA. 

SILENCE  and  Solitude  are  ev'ry  where! 
Thro'  all  the  gloomy  Ways  and  Iron  Doors 
That  hither  lead,  nor  human  Face  nor  Voice 
Is  feen  or  heard.  A  dreadful  Din  was  wont 
To  grate  the   Senfe,  when  enter'd  here ;  from 

Groans, 
And  Howls  of  Slaves  condemn'd,  from  Clink 

of  Chains, 
And  Crafli  of  rufty  Bars  and  creaking  Hinges: 
And  ever  and  anon  the  Sight  was  dafli'd 
With  frightful  Faces,  and  the  meagre  Looks 
Of  grim  and  ghaftly  Executioners, 

Yet 
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Yet  more  this  Stillnefs  terrifies  my  Soul, 
Than  did  that  Scene  of  compHcated  Horrors. 
It  may  be,  that  the  Caufe  of  this  my  Errand 
And  Purpofe,  being  chang'd  from  Life  to  Death, 
Has  alfo  wrought  this  chilHngChange  of  Temper. 
Or  does  my  Heart  bode  more  ?   what  can  it  more 

Than  Death? ■ 

Let'em  fet  down  the  Bowls,  and  warn  Alphonfo 
That  I  am  here — So.    You  return  and  find 

[Mutes  going  in. 
The  King  ;  tell  him,  what  he  requir'd,  Fve  done, 
And  wait  his  coming  to  approve  the  Deed. 


SCENE     IX. 

Z  A  R  A  and  Mutes. 

Z  A  R  A. 

WHAT  have  you  feen  ?  Ha  !  wherefore 
ftare  you  thus, 

\The  Mutes  return,  and  look  affrighted. 
With  haggard  Eyes?  why  are  your  Arms  acrofs? 
Your  heavy  and  defponding  Heads  hung  down  ? 
Why  is't  you  more  than  fpeak  in  thefe  fad  Signs? 

Give 
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Give  me  more  ample  Knowledge  of  this  Mourn- 
ing. 

\They  go  to  the  Scene,  which  opening  Jhe 

perceives  the  Body. 

Ha!  proftrate!  bloody!  headlefs !  O — I'm  loft. 

0  Ofmyn!  O  Alphonfo!  Cruel  Fate! 
Cruel,  cruel,  O  more  than  killing  Objed! 

1  came  prepar'd  to  die,  and  fee  thee  die — 
Nay,  came  prepar'd  myfelf  to  give  thee  Death — 
But  cannot  bear  to  find  thee  thus,  my  Ofmyn — 
O  this  accurs'd,  this  bafe,  this  treach'rous  King! 

S  C  E  N  E     X. 

Z  A  R  A,    S  E  L  I  M. 

S  E  L  I  M. 

'  V  E  fought  in  vain,  for  no  where  can  the  King 


I 


Be  found 

Z  AR  A. 


Get  thee  to  Hell,  and  feek  him  there. 

[Stabs  him. 
His  Hellifh  Rage  had  wanted  Means  to  Ad, 
But  for  thy  fatal  and  pernicious  Counfel. 

S  E  L  I  M. 
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S  E  L  I  M. 

You  thought  it  better  then — but  I'm  rewarded. 
The  Mute  you  fent,  by  fome  Mifchance  was  feen, 
And  forc'd  to  yield  your  Letter  with  his  Life: 
I  found  the  dead  and  bloody  Body  ftripp'd — 

My  Tongue   falters,   and  my  Voice  fails 

I  fink 

Drink  not  the  Poifon — for  Alphonfo  is —     [Dies, 

Z  A  R  A. 

As  thou  art  now — And  I  fhall  quickly  be. 
'Tis  not  that  he  is  dead;   for  'twas  decreed 
We  both  fhould  die.     Nor  is't  that  I  furvive; 
I  have  a  certain  Remedy  for  that. 
But  Oh,  he  dy'd  unknowing  in  my  Heart. 
He  knew  I  lov'd,  but  knew  not  to  what  Height: 
Nor  that  I  meant  to  fall  before  his  Eyes, 
A  Martyr  and  a  Vi6lim  to  my  Vows : 
Infenfible  of  this  lafl  Proof  he's  gone. 
Yet  Fate  alone  can  rob  his  mortal  Part 
Of  Senfe:    His  Soul  flill  fees,    and  knows  each 

Purpofe, 
And  fix'd  Event  of  my  perfifling  Faith. 
Then,  wherefore  do  Ipaufe? — giveme  theBowI. 
[A  Mute  kneels  and  gives  one  of  the  Bowls. 

Hover 
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Hover  a  Moment,  yet,  thou  gentle  Spirit, 
Soul  of  my  Love,  and  I  will  wait  thy  Flight. 
This  to  our  mutual  Blifs  when  join'd  above. 

[Drinks. 

0  friendly  Draught,  already  in  my  Heart. 
Cold,  cold  ;   my  Veins  are  Ificles  and  Froft. 
I'll  creep  into  his  Bofom,  lay  me  there; 
Cover  us  clofe — or  I  fliall  chill  his  Breaft, 
And  fright  him  frommy  Arms — See,  fee,  he  Aides 
Still  further  from  me;  look,  he  hides  his  Face, 

1  cannot  feel  it — quite  beyond  my  reach. 

O  now  he's  gone,  and  all  is  dark [Dies. 

[The  Mutes  kneel  and  mourn  over  her. 

SCENE    XI. 
Almeria,  Leonora,  Mutes,  dfc. 

A  L  M  E  R  I  A. 

OLet  me  feek  him  in  this  horrid  Cell; 
For  in  the  Tomb  or  Prifon,  I  alone 
Mufl  hope  to  find  him. 

Leonora. 
Heav'nsI  what  difmal  Scene 
Vol.  III.  K  Of 
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Of  Death  is  this  ?  The  Eunuch  Selim  flain  ! 

A  LME  R  I  A. 

Show  me,  for  I  am  come  in  fearch  of  Death; 
But  want  a  Guide  ;  for  Tears  have  dimm'd  my 
Sight. 

Leonora. 

Alas,  a  little  farther,  and  behold 
T^ara  all  pale  and  dead!  two  frightful  Men, 
Who  feem  the  Murderers,  kneel  weeping  by: 
Feeling  Remorfe  too  late  for  what  they  Ve  done. 
But  O  forbear — lift  up  your  Eyes  no  more ; 
But  hade  away,  fly  from  this  fatal  Place, 
Where  Miferies  are  multiply'd  ;  return, 
Return  and  look  not  on  ;   for  there's  a  Dagger 
Ready  to  flab  the  Sight,  and  make  your  Eyes 
Rain  Blood 

A  L  M  E  R  I  A. 

O  I  foreknow,  forefee  that  Object. 
Is  it  at  laft  then  fo  ?  is  he  then  dead  ? 
What  dead  at  lafl,  quite,   quite,  forever  dead? 
There,  there  I  fee  him  ;  there  he  lies,  the  Blood 
Yet  bubbling  from  his  Wounds — O  more  than 

Savage ! 
Had  they, or  Hearts,  or  Eyes,  that  did  this  Deed? 

Cou'd 
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Cou'd  Eyes  endure  to  guide  fuch  cruel  Hands  ? 
Are  not  my  Eyes  guilty  alike  with  theirs. 
That  thus  can  gaze,  and  yet  not  turn  to  Stone? 
— I  do  not  weep!  The  Springs  of  Tears  are  dry 'd; 
And  of  a  fudden  I  am  calm,  as  if 
All  Things  were  well ;  and  yet  my  Hufband's 

murder'd! 
Yes,  yes,  I  know  to  mourn!  I'll  fluice  this  Heart, 
The  Source  of  Woe,  and  let  the  Torrent  loofe. 
— ^Thofe  Men  have  left  to  weep!  they  look  on 


me! 


I  hope  they  murder  all  on  whom  they  look. 
Behold  me  well ;  your  bloody  Hands  have  err'd 
And  wrongfully  have  flain  thofe  Innocents : 
I  am  the  Sacrifice  defign'd  to  bleed; 
And  come   prepar'd  to  yield  my  Throat 

They  fhake  _ 

Their  Heads  in  Sigfi  of  Grief  and  Innocence! 

\They  point  at  the  Bowl  on  the  Ground, 
And  point!  what  mean  they?  Ha!    a  Cup.  O 

well 
I  underftand  what  Medicine  has  been  here. 
O  noble  Thirft !  yet  greedy,  to  drink  all — 

Ka  —6 
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— O  for  another  Draught  of  Death ^What 

mean  they  ?     [They  point  at  the  other  Cup, 
Ha!  point  again?  'tis  there,  and  full,  I  hope. 
Thanks  to  the  liberal  Hand  that  fill'd  thee  thus ; 
I'll  drink  my  glad  Acknowledgment— 
Leonora. 

O  hold 
For  Mercy's  Sake ;  upon  my  Knee  I  beg — 

A  LME  R  I  A. 

With  thee  the  kneeling  World  ftiou'd  beg  in 
vain. 
Seeft  thou  not  there?  behold  who  proftrate  lies. 
And  pleads  againfl  thee?  who  fhallthen  prevail? 
Yet  I  will  take  a  cold  and  parting  Leave  . 
From  his  pale  Lips;  Fll  kifs  him  ere  I  drink, 
Left  the  rank  Juice  fhou'd  blifter  on  my  Mouth, 
And  ftain  the  Color  of  my  laft  Adieu. 
Horror!  a  headlefs  Trunk!  nor  Lips  nor  Face, 
[Coining  nearer  the  Body,  Jiarts  and  lets 
fall  the  Cup. 
But  fpoutingVeins,and  mangled  Flefh!  0,oh! — 


SCENE 
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SCENE    The  Loft. 

Almeria,  Leonora,  Alphonso,  Heli, 
Perez,  with  G  kkgia  Prifoner,  Guards  and 
Attendants. 

Alphonso. 

AWAY,   ftand  off,  where  is  fhe?  let  me  fly, 
Save  her   from  Death;  and  fnatch  her  to 
my  Heart. 

Almeria. 

Oh 

Alphonso. 
Forbear;  my  Arms  alone  fhall  hold  her  up, 
Warm  her  to  Life,  and  wake  her  into  Gladnefs. 
O  let  me  talk  to  thy  reviving  Senfe, 
The  Words  of  Joy  and  Peace  ;  warm  thy  cold 

Beauties 
With  the  new-flufhing  Ardor  of  my  Cheek; 
Into  thy  Lips,  pour  the  foft  trickling  Balm 
Of  cordial  Sighs;  and  reinfpire  thy  Bofom 
With  the  Breath  of  Love.  Shine,  awake,  Almeria, 
Give  a  new  Birth  to  thy  long-fliaded  Eyes, 

K  3  Then 
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Then  double  on  the  Day  refleded  Light. 

A  L  M  E  R  I  A. 

Where  am  I  ?  Heav'n !   what  does  this  Dream 
intend  ? 

A  LP  H  o  N  s  o. 
O  may 'ft  thou  never  dream  of  lefs  Delight, 
Nor  ever  wake  to  lefs  fubftantial  Joys. 

A  LMERI  A. 

Giv'n  me  again  from  Death!  O  all  ye  Pow'rs 
Confirm  this  Miracle!  Can  I  believe 
My  Sight,  againft  my  Sight?  and  fhall  I  truft 
That  Senfe,  which  in  one  Inftant  ftiows  him  dead 
And  living?  Yes,  I  will;   I've  been  abus'd 
With  Apparitions,  and  affrighting  Fantoms: 
This  is  my  Lord,  my  Life,  my  only  Hufband; 
I  have  him  now,  and  we  no  more  will  part. 

My  Father  too  fhall  have  CompafTion 

A  L  P  H  o  N  s  o. 

O  my  Heart's  Comfort;  'tis  not  giv'n  to  this 
Frail  Life,  to  be  entirely  blefs'd.     Even  now. 
In  this  extremeft  Joy  my  Soul  can  tafte, 
Yet  am  I  dafh'd  to  think  that  thou  muft  weep ; 
Thy  Father  fell,  where  he  defign'd  my  Death. 
Gonfalez  and  Alonio,  both  of  Wounds 

Expiring, 
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Expiring,  have  with  their  lafl  Breath  confefs'd 
ThejuflDecreesof  Heav'n,  which  on  themfelves 
Has  turn'd  their  own  moft  bloody  Purpofes. 
Nay,  I  mufl  grant,  'tis  fit  you  fhou'd  be  thus— 

[She  weeps. 
Let  'em  remove  the  Body  from  her  Sight. 
Ill-fated  T^aral  Ha!  a  Cup?  Alas! 
Thy  Error  then  is  plain;  but  I  were  Flint 
Not  to  o'erflow  in  Tribute  to  thy  Memory. 

O  Garcia  I 

Whofe  Virtue  has  renounc'd  thy  Father's  Crimes, 
Seeft  thou,  how  juft  the  Hand  of  Heav'n  has 

been? 
Let  us  who  thro'  our  Innocence  furvive, 
Still  in  the  Paths  of  Honor  perfevere, 
And  not,  from  pafl  or  prefent  Ills  defpair : 
For  Bleflings  ever  wait  on  virtuous  Deeds ; 
And  tho'  a  late,  a  fure  Reward  fucceeds. 

[Exeunt  omnes. 


K  4.  E  P  I- 


EPILOGUE. 

Spoken  by  Mrs.   Bracegirdle. 

r  #     HE  Tragedy  thus  done,  I  am,  you  know, 

JL        jVb  7nore  a  Princefs,  but  in  ftatu  quo : 

And  now  as  unconceni  d  this  Mourning  wear. 

As  if  indeed  a  Widow,  or  an  Heir. 

Tve  Leijure,  now,  to  mark  your  fev'ral  Faces, 

And  know  each  Critic  by  his  four  Grimaces. 

To  poifon  Plays,  I  fee  fome  where  they  fit. 

Scatter  d,  like  Rats-bane,  up  and  down  the  Pit ; 

While  others  watch  like  Parifh  Searchers,  hird 

To  tell  of  what  Difeafe  the  Play  expird. 

0  with  what  Joy  they  run,  to  fpread  the  Xews 

Of  a  damnd  Poet,  and  departed  Mufe ! 

But  if  he  fcape,  with  what  Regret  they're  feizd! 

And  how  they're  dif appointed  when  they  re  pleased! 

Critics  to  Plays  for  the  fame  End  refort,. 

That  Surgeons  wait  on  Trials  in  a  Court; 

For  Innocence  condemn  d  they've  no  RefpeB, 

Provided  they've  a  Body  to  diffe^l. 

As 


EPILOGUE. 

As  Suflex  Men,  that  dwell  upon  the  Shore, 
Look  out  when  Storms  arije,  and  Billows  roar. 
Devoutly  praying,  with  uplifted  Hands, 
That  fome  well-laden  Ship  mayjirike  the  Sands; 
To  whofe  rich  Cargo  they  may  make  Pretence, 
And  fatten  on  the  Spoils  of  Providence : 
So  Critics  throng  to  fee  a  New  Play  Jplit, 
And  thrive  and  profper  on  the  Wrecks  of  Wit. 
Small  Hope  our  Poet  from  thefe  Profpeds  draws ; 
And  therefore  to  the  Fair  co7nmends  his  Caufe. 
Tour  tender  Hearts  to  Mercy  are  inclind. 
With  whom,  he  hopes,  this  Play  will  Favor  find. 
Which  was  an  Off  Wing  to  the  Sex  defignd. 


THE 


THE 


JUDGMENT 


O  F 


PARIS. 


M   A   S    Q,  U   E. 


•Vincis  utramque  Venus. 

Ov.  Art.  Am.  Lib.  i. 


4>'*4>^*<>*4>=*^*'<i^*45°*<^*4^*4>*4>^*«*>^*4>' 


Printed  in  the  Year  MDCCLXI. 


(157) 


THE 


JUDGMENT  of  PARIS. 


The  SCENE  is  a  Land/cape  of  a  beautiful  Pajiure 
fuppofed  on  Mount  Ida.  The  Shepherd  Paris  is 
fe en  fe ate d  under  a  Tree,  and  playing  on  his  Pipe; 
his  Crook  and  Scrip,  &c.  lying  by  him.  While  a 
Symphony  is  playing,  Mercury  defends  luith  his 
Caduceus  in  one  Hand,  and  an  Apple  of  Gold  in 
the  other:  After  the  Symphony  hefmgs. 

Mercury. 

FROM  high  Olympus,  and  the  Realms  above, 
Behold  I  come  the  Meffenger  oi  Jove; 
His  dread  Commands  I  bear: 
Shepherd,  arife  and  hear; 
Arife,  and  leave  awhile  thy  Rural  Care: 

Forbear 
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Forbear  thy  woolly  Flock  to  feed, 

And  lay  afide  thy  tuneful  Reed; 

For  thou  to  greater  Honors  art  decreed, 

Paris. 

O  Hermes,  I  thy  Godhead  know. 

By  thy  winged  Heels  and  Head ; 

By  thy  Rod  that  wakes  the  Dead, 

And  guides  the  Shades  below. 

Say  wherefore  dofl  thou  feek  this  humble  Plain^ 

To  greet  a  lowly  Swain? 

What  does  the  Mighty  Thunderer  ordain  ? 

Mercury. 

This  radiant  Fruit  behold, 

More  bright  than  burnifh'd  Gold; 

Three  Goddeffes  for  this  contend: 

See  now  they  defcend. 

And  this  Way  they  bend. 

Shepherd,  take  the  golden  Prize, 

Yield  it  to  the  brighteft  Eyes. 

[Juno,  Pallas,  and  Venus,  are  fe  en  at  a  Di/iance 

defcending  in  fever al  Machines. 

Paris. 

O  Ravifliing  Delight ! 

What  Mortal  can  fupportthe  Sight? 

Alas ! 
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Alas !  too  weak  is  Human  Brain, 
So  much  Rapture  to  fuftain. 
I  faint,  I  fall,  O  take  me  hence, 
Ere  Ecftafy  invades  my  aching  Senfe: 
Help  me,  Hermes^  or  I  die. 
Save  me  from  Excefs  of  Joy. 
Mercury. 
Fear  not,  Mortal,  none  fliall  harm  thee. 
With  my  Sacred  Rod  I'll  charm  thee; 
Freely  gaze  and  view  all  over, 
Thou  may'fl  every  Grace  difcover. 
Though  a  thoufand  Darts  fly  round  thee. 
Fear  not,  Mortal,  none  fhall  wound  thee. 
Happy  thou  of  Human  Race, 
Gods  with  thee  would  change  their  Place. 
Paris.  ]  With  no  God  I'd  change  my  Place, 
Happy  I  of  Human  Race. 

'  [Mercury  afcends. 
[While  a  Symphony  is  playing,  Juno  defcendsfrom 
her  Machine,  after  the  Symphony  Jhe  fmgs. 
Juno. 
Saturnia,  Wife  of  Thund'ring  Jove,  am  I, 
Belov'd  by  him,  and  Emprefs  of  the  Sky ; 

Shepherd, 


In  two 
Parts. 
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Shepherd,  fix  on  me  thy  wond'ring  Sight, 
Beware,  and  view  me  well,  and  judge  aright. 

[Symphony  for  Pallas. 
Pallas. 
This  Way,  Mortal,  bend  thy  Eyes, 
Pallas  claims  the  golden  Prize; 
A  Virgin  Goddefs  free  from  Stain, 
And  Queen  of  Arts  and  Arms  I  reign. 

[Symphony  for  Venus. 
Venus. 
Hither  turn  thee,  gentle  Swain^ 
Let  not  Venus  fue  in  vain ; 
Venus  rules  the  Gods  above, 
Love  rules  them,    and  flie  rules  Love. 

Hither  turn  thee,  gentle  Swain,  '"[ 

Pallas.  : 

Hither  turn  to  me  again. 

Juno. 
Turn  to  me,  for  I  am  ftie. 

All  Three. 
To  me,  to  me,  for  I  am  fiie. 

Venus. 
Hither  turn  thee,  gentle  Swain.    . 

Juno, 
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Juno,  Pallas. 
She  will  deceive  thee. 

Venus. 

They  will  deceive  thee,  I'll  never  leave  thee. 

(  Hither  turn  to  me  again. 
Chorus  qf)^  r     r         n 

all  three.  Y""  ^^'  ^^  ^^'  ^^^  ^  ^"^  ^^\ 
(  Hither  turn  thee,  gentle  Swain. 

Paris. 

I. 

Diftra^ed  I  turn,  but  I  cannot  decide; 
So  equal  a  Title  fure  never  was  try'd. 
United,  your  Beauties  fo  dazzle  the  Sight, 

That  loft  in  Amaze, 

I  giddily  gaze, 
Confus'd  and  o'erwhelm'd  with  a  Torrent  Light. 

II. 
Apart  let  me  view  then  each  heavenly  Fair, 
For  Three  at  a  Time  there's  no  Mortal  can  bear; 
And  fince  a  gay  Robe  an  ill  Shape  may  difguife, 

When  each  is  undreft 

I'll  judge  of  the  beft, 
For  'tis  not  a  Face  that  muft  carry  the  Prize. 


Vol.  III.  L  Juno 
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Juno  Sings  alone. 
I. 
Let  Ambition  fire  thy  Mind, 
Thou  wert  born  o'er  Men  to  reign. 
Not  to  follow  Flocks  defign'd; 
Scorn  thy  Crook,  and  leave  the  Plain. 

II. 
Crowns  I'll  throw  beneath  thy  Feet, 
Thou  on  Necks  of  Kings  fhalt  tread, 
Joys  in  Circles  Joys  fhall  meet. 
Which  Way  e'er  thy  Fancy's  lead. 

III. 
Let  not  Toils  of  Empire  fright. 
Toils  of  Empire  Pleafures  are ; 
Thou  fhalt  only  know  DeHght, 
AH  the  Joy,  but  not  the  Care. 

IV. 
Shepherd,  if  thou'lt  yield  the  Prize, 
For  the  Bleflings  I  bellow, 
Joyful  I'll  afcend  the  Skies, 
Happy  thou  flialt  reign  below. 


CHORUS. 
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CHORUS. 

Let  Ambition  fire  thy  Mind, 
Thou  wert  born  o'er  Men  to  reign, 
Not  to  follow  Flocks  defignd; 
Scorn  thy  Crook,  and  leave  the  Plain. 
Pallas  Sings  alone. 
I. 
Awake,  awake,  thy  Spirits  raife, 
Wafte  not  thus  thy  youthful  Days, 
Piping,  Toying, 
0     Nymphs  decoying. 
Loft  in  wanton  and  inglorious  Eafe. 

II. 
Hark,  Hark !  the  glorious  Voice  of  War 
Calls  aloud,  for  Arms  prepare: 

Drums  are  beating,  * 

Rocks  repeating, 
Martial  Mufic  charms  the  joyful  Air. 

(Symphony.) 
Pallas  Sings. 
O  what  Joys  does  Conqueft  yield! 
When  returning  from  the  Field, 

O  how  glorious  'tis  to  fee 
The  Godlike  Hero  crown'd  with  Vidory ! 

L  2  I^aurel 
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Laurel  Wreaths  his  Head  furrounding. 

Banners  waving  in  the  Wind, 
Fame  her  golden  Trumpet  founding/ 

Every  Voice  in  Chorus  join'd. 
To  me,  kind  Swain,  the  Prize  relign, 
And  Fame  and  Conquefl  fhall  be  thine. 
CHORUS. 
0  how  glorious  'tis  to  fee 
The  Godlike  Hero  crown' d  ivith  Vidory  I 

(Symphony.) 
Venus  Sings  alone.  © 

Stay,  lovely  Youth,  delay  thy  Choice; 
Take  Heed  left  empty  Names  enthrall  thee; 
Attend  to  Cythereas  Voice; 
Lo !  I  who  am  Love's  Mother  call  thee* 
'  Far  from  thee  be  anxious  Care, 
And  racking  Thoughts  that  vex  the  Great: 
Empire's  but  a  gilded  Snare^ 
And  fickle  is  the  Warrior's  Fate* 
One  only  Joy  Mankind  can  know, 
And  Love  alone  can  that  bellow* 

CHORUS. 
One  only  Joy,  Sec. 

Venus 
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Venus  Sings . 
I. 
Nature  fram'd  thee  fure  for  Loving, 
Thus  adorn'd  with  every  Grace; 
Venus  felf  thy  Form  approving, 
Looks  with  Pleafure  on  thy  Face. 
^  IL 

Happy  Nymph  who  fhall  enfold  thee, 
Circled  in  her  yielding  Arms! 
Should  bright  Helen  once  behold  thee, 
She'd  furrender  all  her  Charms. 

IIL 
Faireft  ftie,  all  Nymphs  tranfcending, 
That  the  Sun  himfelf  has  feen; 
Were  flie  for  the  Crown  contending. 
Thou  wou'dft  own  her  Beauty's  Queen. 

IV. 
Gentle  Shepherd,  if  my  Pleading 
Can  from  thee  the  Prize  obtain. 
Love  himfelf  thy  Conqueft  aiding, 
Thou  that  matchlefs  Fair  ftialt  gain. 

Paris. 
I  yield,  I  yield,  O  take  the  Prize, 
And  ceafe,  O  ceafe,  th'  inchanting  Song; 

L  3  All 
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All  Love's,  Darts  are  in  thy  Eyes, 
And  Harmony  falls  from  thy  Tongue. 
Forbear,  O  Goddefs  of  Dehre, 
Thus  my  ravifh'd  Soul  to  move; 
Forbear  to  fan  the  raging  Fire, 
And  be  propitious  to  my  Love. 

Here  Paris  gives  to  Venus  the  Golden  Apple.  Se- 
veral Cupids  dejcend,  the  three  Graces  alight 
from  the  Chariot  o/"  Venus,  theycallthe  Hours, 
who  ajfemble;  with  all  the  Attendants  on  Venus. 
All  join  in  a  Circle  round  her,  andfing  the  laji 
grand  Chorus ;  while  Juno  and  Pallas  afcend, 

GRAND  CHORUS. 

Hither  all  ye  Graces,  all  ye  Loves, 

Hither  all  ye  Hours  refort; 

Billing  Sparrows,  Cooing  Doves; 

Come  all  the  Train  o/"  Venus'  Court. 

Sing  all  great  Cytherea'i  Xame; 

Over  Empire,  over  Fame, 

Her  Victory  proclaim. 
Sing,fing  andjpread  the  joyful  News  around, 
The  Queen  of  Love,  is  Queen  of  Beauty  crown  d. 

SEMELE. 
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A  Xatura  difcedimus:    Populo  nos  damns,   nullius  rei 

bono  audtori,  et  in  hac  re,  ficut  iii  omnibus,  incon- 

JlantiJJimo. 

Seneca  Ep.  gg. 


Printed  in  the  Year  M  D  C  C  LX  I, 


A     R     G     U     M     EN     T 

Introdu6lory  to  the 

O  ?  E  R  A   of  S  E  M  E  L  E. 

AFTER  Jupiter'i  Amour  with  Europa,    the 
Ja.  Daughter  of  Agenor,  King  of  Phoenicia,  he 

again  incenfes  Juno  by  anew  Affair  in  the  fame  Fa- 
mily ;  viz.   with    Semele^   JViece    to   Europa,   and 
Daughter  to  Cadmus  King  of  Thebes.      Semele 
is  on  the  Point  of  Marriage  with  Athamas ;  which 
Marriage  is  about  to  be  folemnisd  in  the  Temple  of 
Juno,   Goddefs  of  Marriages,  ivhen  Jupiter  by  ill 
Omens  interrupts  the  Ceremony;  and  afterwards  tran- 
fports  Semele  to  a  private  Abode  prepafd  for  her, 
Juno,  after  many  Contrivances,    at  length  cffumes  the 
Shape  and  Voice  of  Ino,  Sifter  to  Semele;  by  the  Help  ■ 
I '  of  which  Difguife,   and  artful  Infmuations,  fhe  pre- 
vails with  her  to  make  a  Requefi  to  Jupiter,    which 
being  granted  mufl  end  in  her  utter  Ruin, 

<>  This 


ARGUMENT. 

This  Fable  is  related  in  Ovid.  Metam.  L.  3.  but 
there  Juno  is  /aid  to  impofe  on  Semele  in  the  Shape 
of  an  old  Woman,  her  Niirje.  'Tis  hoped,  the  Liberty 
taken  in  Jubjiituting  I  no  in/lead  of  the  old  Woman, 
will  be  excusd:  It  was  done,  becaufe  Ino  is  inter- 
woven in  the  Defign  by  her  Love  of  Athamas ;  to 
whomfhe  was  marry  d,  according  to  Ovid  ;  and  be- 
caufe her  CharaBer  bears  a  Proportion  with  the  Dig- 
nity of  the  other  Perfons  reprefented.  This  Reafon,  it 
is  prefumed,  may  be  allowed  in  a  Thing  entirely  fiBi- 
tious;  and  more  efpecially  being  reprefented  under  the 
Title  of  an  Opera,  where  greater  Abjurdities  are 
every  Day  excusd. 

It  was  not  thought  requifite  to  have  any  Regard 
either  to  Rhyme,  or  Equality  of  Meajure,  in  the  Lines 
of  that  Part  of  the  Dialogue  which  was  defigned  for 
the  Recitative  Style  in  Mufic.  For  as  that  Style  in 
Mufic  is  not  confined  to  the  ftriH  Obfervation  of 
Time  and  Meafure,  which  is  required  in  the  Com- 
pofition  of  Airs  and  Sonatas,  fo  neither  is  it  necejfary 
that  the  fame  Exadtnefs  in  JVuinbers,  Rhymes,  or  Mea- 
fure, fhould  be  obfervedin  Words  defign  d  to  be  fet  in 
that  Manner,  which  mufi  ever  be  obferved  in  the  Form- 
ation 


ARGUMENT. 

ation  of  Odes  and  Sonnets.  For,  what  they  call  Reci- 
tative in  Mitfic,  is  only  a  more  tuneable  Speaking ;  i* 
is  a  Kind  of  Profe  in  Mufic;  its  Beauty  conffts  in 
coming  near  Nature,  and  in  improving  the  natural 
Accents  of  Words  by  more  Pathetic  or  Emphatical 
Tones. 


Perfons 


Perfons  Reprefented. 


w« 


Jupiter. 

Cadmus,  King  of  Thebes. 

AthamaSy  a  Prince  of  Bmtia,  in  Love  with,  and 

delign'd  to  marry  Semele. 
Somnus. 
Apollo. 
Cupid. 
Xjphyrs. 
Loves. 

Shepherds. 
Satyrs. 

Juno. 

Iris. 

Semele,  Daughter  to  Cadmus,  beloved  by,  and  in 

Love  with  Jupiter. 
Ino,  Sifter  to  Semele,  in  Love  with  Athamas. 
Shepherdeffes. 

Chief  Prieft  o^  Juno,  other  Priefts  and  Augurs. 

SCENE    boeotia: 

SEMELE. 
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ACT     I.     S  C  E  N  E     I. 

The  SCENE  is  the  Temple  of  Juno,  near  the 
Altar  is  a  Golden  Image  of  the  Goddefs.  Priefls 
are  in  their  Solemnities,  as  after  a  Sacrifice  newly 
offer  d;  Flames  arife  from  the  Altar,  and  the  Sta- 
tue o/'Juno  isfeen  to  bow, 

Cadmus,  Athamas,  Semele,  and  I  n  o. 

First  Priest. 

BEHOLD  aufpicious  Flaflies  rife ; 
Juno  accepts  our  Sacrifice; 
The  grateful  Odor  fwift  afcends, 
And  fee,  the  Golden  Image  bends. 

First  and  Second  Priest. 
Lucky  Omens  blefs  our  Rites^ 
And  fare  Succefsfhall  crown  your  Loves; 

Peaceful 
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Peaceful  Days  a7id  fruitful  Mghts 
Attend  the  Pair  thatfhe  approves. 
Cadmus. 

Daughter,   obey, 

Hear,  and  obey. 

With  kind  Confenting 

Eafe  a  Parent's  Care  ; 

Invent  no  new  Delay. 
A  T  H  AM  A  s. 
O  hear  a  faithful  Lover's  Pray'r ; 

On  this  aufpicious  Day 

Invent  no  new  Delay. 

Cadmus,  Athamas. 

Hear,  and  obey; 

Invent  no  new  Delay 

On  this  aufpicious  Day. 
S  E  M  E  L  E.   [Apart.'] 

Ah  me! 

What  Refuge  now  is  left  me  ? 

How  various,  how  tormenting, 

Are  my  Miferies  ! 

O  Jove  affift  me. 

Can  Semele  forego  thy  Love, 

And  to  a  Mortal's  Paflion  yield  ? 


Thy 
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Thy  Vengeance  will  o'ertake 

Such  Perfidy. 
If  I  deny,  my  Father's  Wrath  I  fear. 
O  Jove,  in  Pity  teach  me  which  to  choofe. 
Incline  me  to  comply,  or  help  me  to  refufe. 

A  TH  A  M  AS. 

See,Jhe  hlujhing  turns  her  Eyes; 
See,  with  Sighs  her  Bofom  panting : 

IJ  from  Love  thoje  Sighs  arife, 
Nothing  to  my  Blijs  is  wanting. 

Hymen  hajie,  thy  Torch  prepare. 
Love  already  his  has  lighted ; 

One f oft  Sigh  has  curd  Defpair, 
And  more  than  my  paft  Pains  requited. 

I  N  O. 

Alas !   fhe  yields. 

And  has  undone  me  : 

I  can  no  longer  hide  my  Paflion ; 

It  muft  have  Vent 

Or  inward  burning 
Will  confume  me. 

0  Athamas 

1  cannot  utter  it 

A  T  H  A- 
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A  T  H  A  M  A  S. 

On  me  fair  Ino  calls 
With  mournful  Accent, 
Her  Color  fading, 
And  her  Eyes  o'erfl owing! 

Ino. 
O  Semelel 

S  EMELE. 

On  me  fhe  calls, 

Yet  feems  to  fliun  me! 

What  wou'd  my  Sifter? 

Speak 

Ino. 
Thou  haft  undone  me. 
Cadmus. 
Why  doji  thou  thus  untimely  grieve. 

And  all  our  folemn  Rites  prophane? 
Can  he,  orjlie,  thy  Woes  relieve? 
Or  If  Of  whom  dojl  thou  complain? 

Ino. 
Of  all ;  but  all,  I  fear,  in  vain. 

A  TH  AM  A  S. 

Can  I  thy  Woes  relieve? 
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S  EM  E  LE. 

Can  I  afluage  thy  Pain? 
Cadmus,    Athamas,    Semele. 
Of  whom  doft  thou  complain  ? 

I  N  o. 
Of  all;    but  all,  I  fear,  in  vain. 
\It  lightens,   and  Thunder  is  heard  at  a  dijlance, 
then  a  Koije  of  Rain;  the  Fire  is  fuddenly  ex- 
tinguiJKd  on  the  Altar:   The  Chief  Prieji  comes 
forward. 

FirstPriest. 
Avert  thefe  Omens,  all  ye  Pow'rs ! 

Some  God  averfe  our  holy  Rites  controls. 
O'erwhelm'dwith  fudden  Night,  the  Day  expires. 
Ill-boding  Thunder  on  the  Right  Hand  rolls, 
And  Jove  himfelf  defcends  in  Show'rs, 
To  quench  our  late  propitious  Fires. 
Chorus  of  Priests. 
Avert  thefe  Omens,  all  ye  Pow'rs ! 
Second   Priest. 
Again  aufpicious  Flaflies  rife, 
Juno  accepts  our  Sacrifice. 
[Flames  are  again  kindled  on  the  Altar,  and  the 
Statue  nods. 

M  Third 
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Third  Priest. 
Again  the  fickly  Flame  decaying  dies: 
Juno  affents,  but  angry  Jove  denies. 

[The  Fire  is  again  extinguiJK d. 
A  T  H  A  M  A  s.  [Apart.] 
Thy  Aid,  Pronubial  Juno,  Athamas  implores. 

S  E  M  E  L  E.    [Apart.] 
Thee  Jove,  and  thee  alone,  thy  Semele  adores. 
[A  loud  Clap  of  Thunder;  the  Altar  Jinks. 
First    Priest. 
Ceafe,  ceafe  your  Vows,  'tis  impious  to  proceed; 
Be  gone,  and  fly  this  holy  Place  with  Speed: 
This  dreadful  Conflict  is  of  dire  Prefage; 
Be  gone,  and  fly  from  Jove's  impending  Rage. 

[All  but  the  Priejis  come  Jonoard.  The  Scene  clojes 
on  the  Priejis,  and  Jhows  to  View  the  Front 
and  Oujide  oj  the  Temple.  Gadmus  leads  off 
Semele^  Attendants  Jollow.  Athamas  andlno 
remain. 


SCENE 
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SCENE     IL 


Athamas,  Ino* 


Athamas. 

Athamas,  what  Torture  haft  thoii  born! 
And  O,  what  haft  thou  yet  to  bear! 
From  Love,  from  Hope,  from  nearPoffeflion  torn, 
And  plung'd  at  once  in  deep  Defpair. 

I  N  o. 
Turn,  hopelefs  Lover,  turn  thy  Eyes, 

And  fee  a  Maid  bemoan, 
Inflowing  Tears  and  aching  Sighs, 
Thy  Woes,  too  like  her  own. 

Athamas* 
She  weeps! 

The  gentle  Maid,  in  tender  Pity, 
Weeps  to  behold  my  Mifery! 
So  Semele  wou'd  melt 
To  fee  another  mourn. 


M  2 


Such 
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Such  unavailing  Mercy  is  in  Beauty  found, 

Each  JVymph  bemoans  the  Smart 

Of  every  bleeding  Heart, 
But  that  where  fhe  herfelf  infiidls  the  Wound, 

I  N  O- 

Ah  me,  too  much  afflided! 

A  TH  AM  A  S.      , 

Can  Pity  for  another's  Pain 
Caufe  fuch  Anxiety? 

I  N  o. 
Cou'dft  thou  but  guefs 
What  I  endure ; 
Or  cou'd  I  tell  thee — 
Thou,  Athamas, 
Wou'dft  for  awhile 
Thy  Sorrows  ceafe,  a  little  ceafe, 
And  liften  for  awhile 
To  my  Lamenting. 

A  TH  A  M  A  S. 

OiFGrief  too  fenfible 

I  know  your  tender  Nature. 

Well  I  remember, 

When  I  oft  have  fu'd 

To  cold,  difdainful  Semele; 

When 
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When  I  with  Scorn  have  been  rejeded; 
Your  tuneful  Voice  my  Tale  wou'd  tell, 

In  Pity  of  my  fad  Defpair; 
And,  with  fweet  Melody,  compel 
Attention  from  the  flying  Fair, 

I  N  o. 
Too  well  I  fee 

Thou  wilt  not  underftand  me. 
Whence  cou'd  proceed  fuch  Tendernefs  ? 
Whence  fuch  Compaflion? 
Infenfible!    Ingrate! — -' 
Ah,  no,  I  cannot  blame  thee: 
For  by  Effe^ls  unknown  before. 
Who  cou'd  the  hidden  Caufe  explore? 
Or  think  that  Love  .cou'd  a6l  fo  ftrange  a  Part, 
To  plead  for  Pity  in  a  Rival's  Heart. 

A  T  H  A  M  AS. 

Ah  me,  what  have  I  heard ! 
She  does  her  Paffion  own, 
I  N  o. 
What,  had  I  not  defpair'd. 

You  never  fhou'd  have  known, 
Touve  undone  me; 
Look  not  on  me; 

M  3  Guilt 
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Guilt  upbraiding. 

Shame  invading; 

Look  not  on  me; 

Touve  undone  me, 

A  T  H  AM  A  s. 
With  my  Life  I  woiid  atone 
Pains y Olive  born,  to  me  unknown, 

Ceaje,  ceafe  tojhun  me, 

I  N  O. 

Look  not  on  me; 
Touve  undone  me. 

A  TH  A  M  A  s. 
Ceafe,  ceafe  tofhun  me; 
Love,  Love  alone 
Has  both  undone. 

I  N  O,     A  T  H  A  M  A  S. 

Love,  Love  alone 
Has  both  undone. 


SCENE 
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SCENE      III. 

■  [To  them]    Enter  Cadmus  attended. 
Cadmus. 

AH  wretched  Prince,   doom'd  to    difaftrous 
Love!  • 

Ah  me,  of  Parents  mofl  forlorn  ! 
Prepare,  O  Athamas,  to  prove 

The  fharpefl  Pangs  that  e'er  were  born : 
Prepare  with  me  our  common  Lofs  to  mourn. 
Athamas. 
Can  Fate,  or  Semele,  invent 
Another,  yet  another  Punifliment? 

Cadmus. 
Wing'd  with  our  Fears,  and  pious  Hafte, 

From  Juno's  Fane  we  fled; 
Scarce  we  the  brazen  Gates  had  pafs'd, 
When  Semele  d.YOund  her  Head 

With  azure  Flames  was  grac'd,        ''■ 
Whofe  lambent  Glories  in  her  Treiles  play'd. 

While  this  we  faw  with  dread  Surprife, 
Swifter  than  Lightning  downwards  tending, 
M  4  An 
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An  Eagle  ftoop'd,  of  mighty  Size, 
On  Purple  Wings  defcending; 
LikeGoldhisBeakJike  Stars  fhone  forth  his  Eyes, 
His  Silver  plumy  Breaft  with  Snow  contending: 
Sudden  he  fnatch'd  the  trembling  Maid, 
And  foaring  from  our  Sight  convey'd; 
Diffufmg  ever  as  he  leflening  flew 
Geleftial  Odor,  and  Ambrofial  Dew. 

A  T  H  AM  A  S. 

O  Prodigy,  to  me  of  dire  Portent! 

I  N  o. 
To  me,  I  hope,  of  fortunate  Event. 


SCENE     IV. 

Enter  to  them  the  Chief  Priefi,  with  Augurs  and 
other  Priejis, 

Cadmus. 

SEE,  fee,  j^ct^^'sPriefl;s  and  holy  Augurs  come: 
Speak,    fpeak,   of  Semele  and  me  declare 
the  Doom. 

First 
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FirstAugur. 
Hail,  Cadmus,  haili  Jove  falutes  ^^^Theban  King. 
Ceafe  your  Mourning, 
Joys  returning. 
Songs  of  Mirth  and  Triumph  Jing. 

SegondAugur. 
Endlefs  Pleafure,  endlefs  Love 

Semele  enjoys  above; 
On  her  Bofom  Jove  reclining, 

Ufelejs  now  his  Thunder  lies. 
To  her  Arms  his  Bolts  refigning. 

And  his  Lightning  to  her  Eyes. 
Endlefs  Pleafure,  endlefs  Love 
Semele  enjoys  above. 

FirstPriest. 
Hafie,  hafie,  hafie,  to  Sacrifice  prepare. 
Once  to  the  Thunderer,  once  to  the  Fair: 

Jove  and  Semele  implore: 
Jove  and  Semele  like  Honors  fhare. 

Whom  Gods  admire,  let  Men  adore ; 
Hafie,  hafie,  hafie,  to  Sacrifice  prepare. 


Chorus 
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Chorus  o/"Priests  and  Augurs. 
Hail,  Cadmus,  hail! ]ove  falutes  the  Theh3.n  King. 
Ceaje  your  Mourning, 
Joys  returning. 
Songs  of  Mirth  and  Triumph  Jing. 

[Exeunt  omnes. 


End  of  the  Firjt,  Act. 


ACT 
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A  C  T     II.       S  C  E  N  E     I. 

The  SCENE  is  a  pleajant  Country,  the  Projpedl 
is  terminated  by  a  beautiful  Mountain  adorned 
with  Woods  and  Water-falls.  Juno  and  Iris 
defcend  in  different  Machines,  Juno  in  a  Cha- 
riot drawn  by  Peacocks;  Ikis  on  a  Rainbow; 
they  alight  and  meet. 

Juno. 

/RIS,  impatient  of  thy  Stay, 
From  Samos  have  I  wing'd  my  Way, 
To  meet  thy  flow  Return  ; 
Thou  know'ft  what  Cares  infeft 
My  anxious  Breaft, 
And  how  with  Rage  and  Jealoufy  I  burn : 
Then  why  this  long  Delay  ? 
Iris. 
With  all  his  Speed  not  yet  the  Sun 
Thro'  half  his  Race  has  run. 
Since  I  to  execute  thy  dread  Command 

Have  thrice  encompafs'd  Seas  and  Land. 

Juno. 
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Juno. 
Say,  where  is  Semeles  Abode? 
'Till  that  I  know, 
Tho'  thou  hadft  on  Lightning  rode, 
Still  thou  tedious  art  and  flow. 

Iris. 
Look  where  Cither  on  proudly  ftands, 
Baotia  parting  from  Cecropian  Lands. 
High  on  the  Summit  of  that  Hill, 
Beyond  the  Reach  of  mortal  Eyes, 
l^yjoves  Command,  and  Vulcan  s  Skill, 
Behold  a  new-ere<fled  Palace  rife. 

T'here  from  mortal  Cares  retiring, 

She  refides  infweet  Retreat; 
On  her  Pleajure,  Jove  requiring, 

All  the  Loves  and  Graces  wait. 

Thither  Flora  the  Fair 

With  her  Train  mujt  repair, 
Her  amorous  Zephyr  attending, 

All  her : Sweets  Jlie  mujl  bring 

To  continue  the  Spring,      ... 
Which  never  muJl  there  know  an  Ending. 

Bright 
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Bright  Aurora,  'tis  /aid, 

From  her  old  Lover  s  Bed 
Mo  more  the  gray  Orient  adorning. 

For  the  future  mujt  rife 

From  fair  Semele'5  Eyes, 
And  wait  'tillfhe  wakes  for  the  Morning, 

Juno. 

No  more I'll  hear  no  more. 

How  long  mufl:  I  endure  ? 

How  long  with  Indignation  burning, 

From  impious   Mortals 

Bear  this  Infolence? 

Awake  Saturnia  from  thy  Lethargy; 

Seize,  deftroy  the  curs'd  Adultrefs. 

Scale  proud  Cither  on  s  Top  : 

Snatch  her,  tear  her  in  thy  Fury, 

And  down,  down  to  the  Flood  oi  Acheron 

Let'  her  fall;  let  her  fall,  fall,  fall: 

Rolling  down  the  Depths  of  Night, 

Never  more  to  behold  the  Light. 

If  I  am  own'd  above. 

Sifter  and  Wife  of  Jove; 
(Sifter  at  leaft  I  fure  may  claim, 
Tho'  Wife  be  a  negleded  Name)  If 
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If  I  th'  Imperial  Sceptre  fway — I  fwear 

By  Hell 

Tremble  thou  Univerfe  this  Oath  to  hear^ 
Not  one  of  curs'd  Agenofs  Race  to  fpare. 

Iris. 
Hear,  mighty  Queen,  while  I  recount 
What  Obftacles  you  mufl  furmount  : 
With  Adamant  the  Gates  are  barr'd, 
Whofe  Entrance  two  fierce  Dragons  guard: 
At  each  Approach  they  lafh  their  forky  Stings, 
And  clap  their  brazen  Wings : 
And  as  their  fcaly  Horrors  rife. 
They  all  at  once  difclofe 
A  thoufand  fiery  Eyes, 
Which  never  know  Repofe* 
Juno. 
Hence,  Iris,  hence  away, 
Far  from  the  Realms  of  Day; 
O'er  Scythian  Hills  to  the  Meotian  Lake 
A  fpeedy  Flight  we'll  take  : 
There,  Somnus  I'll  compel 
His  downy  Bed  to  leave  and  filent  Cell : 
With  Noife  and  Light  I  will  his  Peace  moleft^ 
Nor  ftiall  he  fink  again  to  pleafing  Reft, 

Till 
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Till  to  my  vow'd  Revenge  he  grants  Supplies, 
And  feals  with  Sleep  thewakeful  Dragons'  Eyes. 

[They  afcend, 

SCENE     II. 

The  SCENE  changes  to  an  Apartment  in  the 
Palace  of  S  e  m  e  l  e  ;  Jhe  is  Jleeping ;  Loves 
and  Zephyrs  waiting. 

Cupid. 
Q^  E  E,  after  the  Toils  of  an  amorous  Fight, 
k3     Where  weary  and  pleased,  fill  panting  fhe  lies; 
While  yet  in  her  Mind  fhe  repeats  the  Delight, 
Howjweet  is  the  Slumber  that  feals  on  her  Eyes  I 
Come  Zephyrs,  come,  while  G\x^idfmgs, 
Fan  her  ivith your fdky  Wings; 
New  Defire 
ril  infpire. 
And  revive  the  dying  Flames ; 
Dance  around  her 
While  I  wound  her. 
And  with  Pleafurefll  her  Dreams. 
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A  Dance  of  Zephyrs,  after  which  Semele  awakes, 

and  rifes. 

Semele. 
O  Sleep,  why  doft  thou  leave  me  ? 

Why  thy  vifionary  Joys  remove  ? 
O  Sleep,  again  deceive  me. 

To  my  Arms  reftore  my  wand'ring  Love. 


'^^}^' 


SCENE     III. 

Two  Loves  lead  m  J  u  p  i  t  e  r  ;  while  he  meets 
and  embraces  Semele,   Cupid  fmgs. 

Cupid. 

5LEEP  forfaking, 
Seize  him  waking ; 
Love  has  fought  him. 
Back  has  brought  him  ; 
Mighty  Jove  tho  he  be. 
And  tho  Love  cannot  fee, 
Tet  by  feeling  about 
He  has  found  him  out. 
And  has  caught  him. 

Semele. 
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S  EM  E  LE. 

Let  me  not  another  Moment 

Bear  the  Pangs  of  Abfence, 

Since  you  have  form'd  my  Soul  for  Loving, 

No  more  afflid  me 

With  Doubts  and  Fears,  and  crueljealoufy. 

Jupiter. 
Lay  your  Doubts  and  Fears  afide, 
And  for  Joys  alone  provide ; 
Tho  this  Human  Form  I  wear. 
Think  not  1  Mans  Faljehood  hear. 
You  are  mortal,  and  require 
Time  to  reft  and  to  refpire. 

Nor  was  I  abfent, 

Tho'  awhile  withdrawn. 

To  take  Petitions 

From  the  needy  World. 

While  Love  was  with  thee 

I  was  prefent; 

Love  and  I  are  one. 

S  EME  LE, 

If  chearful  Hopes 
And  chilling  Fears, 

Vol.  in.  N  Alternate 
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Alternate  Smiles, 

Alternate  Tears, 

Eager  Panting, 

Fond  Defiring, 
With  Grief  now  fainting, 
Xow  with  Blifs  expiring; 
If  this  he  Love,  not  you  alone. 
But  Love  and  I  are  one. 

Both. 
If  this  be  Love,  not  you  alone, 
But  Love  and  I  are  one. 

S  E  M  E  L  E. 

Ah  me ! 

Jupiter. 
Why  (ighs  my  Semele? 
What  gentle  Sorrow 
Swells  thy  foft  Bofom  ? 
Why  tremble  thofe  fair  Eyes 
With  interrupted  Light  ? 
Where,  hov'ring  for  a  Vent, 
Amidft  their  humid  Fires, 
Some  new-form'd  Wifti  appears. 
Speak,  and  obtain. 


S  E  M  E  L  E. 


S  E  M  E  L  E.  195 

S  EM  E  LE. 

At  my  own  Happinefs 
I  figh  and  tremble; 
Mortals  whom  Gods  affe61: 
Have  narrow  Limits  fet  to  Life, 
And  cannot  long  be  blefs'd. 

Or  if  they  could 

A  God  may  prove  inconftant. 

Jupiter. 
Beware  of  Jealoufy : 
Had  Juno  not  been  jealous, 
I  ne'er  had  left  Olympus, 
Nor  wander'd  in  my  Love. 

S  EM  E  L  E. 

With  my  Frailty  don't  upbraid  me, 
I  am  Woman  as  you  made  me, 
Caufelefs  doubting  or  dejpairing, 
Rajhly  trujling,  idly  fearing. 
If  obtaining 
Still  complaining, 
If  confenting 
Still  repenting. 


N  2  Mofi 


ig6  S  E  M  E  L  E, 

Moji  complying 
When  denying. 

And  to  he  folloiud,  only  flying. 
With  my  Frailty  dont  upbraid  me, 
I  am  Woman  as  you  made  me. 
Jupiter. 

Thy  Sex  o^Jove^  the  Mafter-piece, 

Thou,  of  thy  Sex,  art  moft  excelling. 

Frailty  in  thee  is  Ornament, 

In  thee  Perfection. 

Giv'n  to  agitate  the  Mind, 

And  keep  awake  Men's  Paflions; 

To  banifh  Indolence, 

And  dull  Repofe, 

The  Foes  of  Tranfport 

And  of  Pleafure. 

S  E  M  E  L  E. 

Still  I  am  mortal, 

Still  a  Woman  ; 

And  ever  when  you  leave  me, 

Tho'  compafs'd  round  with  Deities 

Of  Loves  and  Graces, 

A  Fear  invades  me. 

And  confcious  of  a  Nature 

Far 
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Far  inferior, 

I  feek  for  Solitude, 

And  fhun  Society. 

Jupiter.   [Apart.] 

Too  well  I  read  her  Meaning, 

But  muft  not  underfland  her. 

Aiming  at  Immortality 

With  dangerous  Ambition, 

She  wou'd  dethrone  Saturnia; 

And  reigning  in  my  Heart 

Wou'd  reign  in  Heav'n. 
Left  fhe  too  much  explain, 
I  muft  with  Speed  amufe  her; 

It  gives  the  Lover  double  Pain, 
Who  hears  his  Nymph  complain, 
And  hearing  muft  refufe  her. 

S  E  M  E  L  E. 

Why  do  you  ceafe  to  gaze  upon  me  ? 
Why  mufing  turn  away? 
Some  other  Object 
Seems  more  pleafing. 
Jupiter. 
T'hy  needlejs  Fears  remove. 
My  fairejt,  latej}.,  only  Love. 

N  3  By 
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By  my  Command, 
Now  at  this  Inftant, 
Two  winged  "Zjphyrs 
From  her  downy  Bed 
Thy  much-lov'd  Ino  be^r; 
And  both  together 
Waft  her  hither 
Thro'  the  balmy  Air. 

S  E  M  E  L  E. 

Shall  I  my  Sifter  fee  ! 
The  dear  Companion 
Of  my  tender  Years. 

Jupiter. 
See,  fhe  appears 
But  fees  not  me, 
For  I  am  vifible 
Alone  to  thee. 
While  I  retire,  rife  and  meet  her, 
And  with  Welcomes  greet  her. 
Now  all  this  Scene  ftiall  to  Arcadia  turn, 

The  Seat  of  happy  Nymphs  and  Swains; 
There  without  the  Rage  of  Jealoufy  they  burn, 
And  taftethe  Sweets  of  I.ove  without  its  Pains, 

SCENE 
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S  C  E  N  E     IV. 

Jupiter  retires,  S  e  m  e  l  e  and  I  n  o  meet 
afid  embrace.  The  SCENE  is  totally  changed^ 
and  Jhows  an  open  Country.  Several  Shep- 
herds and  Shepherdejfes  enter.  S  e  m  e  l  e  and 
I  N  o  having  entertain  d  each  other  in  dumb  Show, 
fit  and  obferve  the  Rural  Sports,  which  end  the 
Second  A6t. 


N  4  ACT 
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ACT     III.      SCENE      I. 

The  SCENE  is  the  Cave  of  Sleep.     The  God  of 
Sleep  lying  on  his  Bed.    A  foft  Symphony  is  heard. 
Then  the  Miific  changes  to  a  different  Movement. 

Juno,  Iris. 


5 


Juno. 

OMMUS,   awake, 
Raife  thy  reclining  Head; 

Iris, 
Thyfelf  forfake, 
And  lift  up  thy  heavy  Lids  of  Lead, 
S  o  M  N  u  s.    [Waking.'] 
Leave  me,  loathfome  Light ; 
Receive  me,  filent  JVight. 
Lethe,  lohy  does  thy  ling  ring  Current  ceafef 
0  murmur,  murmur  me  again  to  Peace. 

[Sinks  down  again, 

Iris. 
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Iris. 
Dull  God,  canfl  thou  attend  the  Water's  Fall, 
And  not  hear  Saturnia  call? 

Juno. 
Peace,  Iris,  Peace,   I  know  how  to  charm  him, 
Pafitheas  Name  alone  can  warm  him. 
Juno,   Iris. 
Only  Love  on  Sleep  has  PowW ; 
O'er  Gods  and  Men 
Tho'  Somnus  reign, 
Love  alternate  has  his  Hour. 
Juno. 
Somnus  arife, 
Difclofe  thy  tender  Eyes ; 
For  Pafitheas  Sight 
Endure  the  Light : 
Somnus  arife. 

Somnus.    [Rifing.] 
More  fweet  is  that  Name 
T'han  a  foft purling  Stream : 
With  Pleafure  Repoje  Fllforfake, 
If  you  II  grant  me  but  her  to  footh  me  axvake. 
Juno. 
My  Will  obey, 

She 


202  S  E  M  E  L  E. 

She  jQiall  be  thine. 
Thou  with  thy  fofter  Pow'rs 
Firft  Jove  fhalt  captivate  ; 
To  Morpheus  then  give  Order, 
Thy  various  Minifter, 
That  with  a  Dream  in  Shape  of  Semele, 
But  far  more  beautiful 
And  more  allurins^. 
He  may  invade  the  fleeping  Deity ; 
And  more  to  agitate 
His  kindhng  Fire, 
Still  let  the  Phantom  feem 
To  fly  before  him, 
That  he  may  wake  impetuous, 
Furious  in  Deiire ; 
Unable  to  refufe  whatever  Boon 
Her  Coynefs  fhall  require. 

S  O  MN  U  S. 

I  tremble  to  comply. 

Juno. 
To  me  thy  leaden  Rod  refign. 
To  charm  the  Centinels 
On  Mount  Cither  on  ; 
Then  cafl  a  Sleep  on  mortal  Ino, 

That 
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That  I  may  feem  her  Form  to  wear, 
When  I  to  Semele  appear. 
Obey  my  Will,  thy  Rod  refign, 
And  Paftthea  fhall  be  thine. 

S  o  M  N  u  s. 
All  I  mufl  grant,  for  all  is  due 
To  Pafithea,  Love,  and  you. 
Juno. 
Away  let  us  hqfte, 
Let  neither  have  Rejl, 
'Till  the  fweetejl  of  Pleajures  we  prove ; 
'Till  of  Vengeance  pojfejs  d 
I  doubly  am  blefsd. 
And  thou  art  made  happy  in  Love. 

[Ex.  Juno  and  Iris. 
[Somnus  retires  within  his  Cave,    the   Scene 
changes  to  Semele'5  Apartment. 


SCENE 
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SCENE     II. 

S  EMELE  alone. 

/Love  and  am  lovd,  yet  more  I  defire ; 
Ah,  how  foolifli  a  Thing  is  Fruition ! 

As  one  Paffion  cools,  fome  other  takes  Fire, 

And  Tmfiill  in  a  longing  Condition, 
Whateer  I  pojfefs 
Soon  feems  an  Excejs, 

For  Something  untryd  I  petition; 
Tho  daily  1  prove 
The  Pleajures  of  Love^ 

I  die  for  the  Joys  of  Ambition, 


SCENE     III. 

Enter]  u  n  o  <2i  I  n  o,  with  a  Mirror  in  her  Hand. 

Juno.  [Apart.] 

THUS  fhaped  like  Ino, 
With  Eafe  I  fhall  deceive  her, 
And  in  this  Mirror  fhe  (hall  fee 
Herfelf  as  much  transform'd  as  me. 

Do 
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Do  I  fome  Goddefs  fee  !  [To  her. 

Or  is  it  Se7nelef 

S  E  M  E  L  E. 

Dear  Sifter,  fpeak, 
Whence  this  Aftonifhment? 

Juno. 
Your  Charms  improving 
To  Divine  Perfection, 
Show  you  were  late  admitted 
Amongft  Celeftial  Beauties. 
HdLS  Jove  con^enttd? 
And  are  you  made  immortal? 

S  E  M  E  L  E. 

Ah  no,  I  ftill  am  mortal; 

Nor  am  I  fenfible 

Of  any  Change  or  new  Perfection. 

Juno.    [Giving  her  the  Glafs.] 

Behold  in  this  Mirror 

Whence  comes  my  Surprife; 

Such  Lujire  and  Terror 

Unite  in  your  Eyes, 
That  mine  cannot  fix  on  a  Radiance  Jo  bright; 
'Tis  unfiafe  for  the  Senfe,  and  too  JlippWy  for  Sight. 

S  E  M  E  LE. 
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S  E  M  E  L  E.      [Looking  in  the  Glajs.] 

0  Ecftafy  of  Happinefs ! 
Celeftial  Graces 

1  difcover  in  each  Feature! 

Myjelf  IJhall  adore, 

If  I perfift  in  gazing; 

JSfo  ObjeB  Jure  before 

Was  ever  half  Jo  pleafing. 
How  did  that  Glance  become  me ! 
But  take  this  flatt'ring  Mirror  from  me. 

Tet  once  again  let  me  view  me. 
Ah  charming  all  o'er! 
[Offering  the  Glafs,  withdraws  her  Hand  again, 
Here — hold,  Til  have  one  Look  more, 
Tho  that  Look  L  were  Jure  would  undo  me, 

Juno.    [Taking  the  Glajsfrom  her.] 
Be  wife  as  you  are  beautiful. 
Nor  lofe  this  Opportunity. 
When  Jove  appears, 
All  ardent  with  Defire, 
Refufe  his  proffer'd  Flame 
'Till  you  obtain  a  Boon  without  a  Name. 

S  EM  E  LE. 

Can  that  avail  me? 

Juno. 
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Juno. 

Unknowing  your  Interit, 

And  eager  for  pojfejjing. 

He  unaiuares  will  grant 

The  namelejs  BleJJing. 
But  bind  him  by  the  Stygian  Lake, 
Leji  Lover-like  his  Word  he  break, 

S  EM  E  L  E. 

But  how  fhall  I  attain 

To  Immortality? 

Juno. 

Conjure  him  by  his  Oath 

Not  to  approach  your  Bed 

In  Likenefs  of  a  Mortal, 

But  likehimfelf,  the  mighty  Thunderer, 

In  Pomp  of  Majefty, 

And  heav'nly  Attire ; 
As  when  he  proud  Saturnia  charms. 

And  with  ineffable  Delights 

Fills  her  encircling  Arms, 
And  pays  the  Nuptial  Rites. 

By  this  Conjundion 

With  entire  Divinity 

You  fhall  partake  of  heav'nly  Effence, 

And 
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And  thenceforth  leave  this  mortal  State 

To  reign  above, 

Ador'd  by  Jove, 
In  fpite  of  jealous  j%72o's  Hate. 

S  E  M  E  L  E. 

Thus  let  my  Thanks  be  paid, 
Thus  let  my  Arms  embrace  thee; 
And  when  I'm  a  Goddefs  made. 
With  Charms  like  mine  F II  grace  thee, 
Juno. 

Rich  Odors  fill  the  fragrant  Air, 

And  Joves  Approach  declare, 

I  muft  retire — 

S  E  M  E  L  E. 

Adieu — Your  Counfel  I'll  purfue. 

Juno.  [Apart.] 
And  fure  Deftru6lion  will  enfue. 
Vain  wretched  Fool — \To  her.]  Adieu. 

[Exit, 


SCENE 


c 
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S  C  E  N  E  ■  IV. 

Jupiter  enters,  offers  to  embrace  S  e  m  e  l  e  ;  Jhe 
looks  kindly  on  him,  but  retires  a  little  from  him. 

Jupiter. 
0  ME  to  my  Arms,  my  lovely  Fair, 
Sooth  my  uneafy  Care: 
In  my  Dream  late  Iwood  thee. 
And  in  vain  I  purfud  thee. 
For  you  fled  from  my  Prayr, 
And  bid  me  defpair. 
Come  to  my  Arms,  my  lovely  Fair. 

S  E  M  E  L  E. 

Tho'  tis  eafy  to  pleafe  ye. 

And  hard  to  deny; 
Tho'  Foffeffings  a  BleJJing 

For  ivhich  I  could  die, 
I  dare  not,  I  cannot  comply. 
Jupiter. 
When  I  languifh  with  Anguifh, 

And  tenderly  figh. 

Vol.  III.  O  Can 
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Can  you  leave  me,  deceive  me, 

Andjcornfullyjlyf 
Ah  fear  not ;   you  mujl  not  deny. 
Semele,   Jupiter. 
/  dare  not,  I  cannot  comply. 
Ah  J  ear  not;  you  muJl  not  deny. 
Jupiter. 

0  Semele, 

Why  art  thou  thus  infenfible? 

Were  I  a  Mortal, 

Thy  barbarous  difdaining 

Would  furely  end  me, 

And  Death  at  my  Complaining 

In  Pity  would  befriend  me. 

Semele. 
/  ever  am  grantiiig. 
Ton  always  complain; 

1  always  am  vjanting, 

Tet  never  obtain. 

Jupiter. 
Speak,  fpeak  your  Defire, 
I'm  all  over  Fire. 
Say  what  you  require, 
I'll  grant  it— now  let  us  retire. 

Semele, 
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S  E  M  E  L  E. 

Swear  by  the  Stygian  Lake. 

Jupiter. 
By  that  tremendous  Flood  I  fwear. 
Ye  Stygian  Waters  hear, 
And  thou  Olympus  (hake, 
In  witnefs  to  the  Oath  I  take. 

[Thunder  at  a  Dijiance,  and  underneath. 
S  EM  e  le. 
You'll  grant  what  I  require? 

Jupiter. 
I'll  grant  what  you  require. 

S  E  M  E  L  E. 

Then  cajt  off  this  human  Shape  luhich  you  wear, 
And  Jo\e  fmce  you  are,  like  Jove  too  appear; 
When  next  you  defire  IJhould  charm  ye. 
As  when  Juno  you  blejs. 
So  you  me  miift  carefs. 
And  with  all  your  Omnipotence  arm  ye. 
Jupiter. 
Ah !  take  Heed  lohat  you  prefs. 
For  beyond  all  Redrejs, 
Should  I  grant  what  you  wi/h,  IJhall  harm  ye. 

O2  Semele. 
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S  E  M  E  L  E. 

/'//  he  pleas  d  with  no  lefs 

Than  my  IVi/Ii  in  Excefs; 
Let  the  Oath  you  have  taken  alarm  ye: 

Hajie,  hafte,  and  prepare. 

For  Til  know  what  you  are; 
So  with  all  your  Omnipotence  arm  ye. 

SCENE     V. 

She  withdraws,  Jupiter  remains  pen/we  and 
deje&ed. 

Jupiter. 
H!  whither  is  flie  gone?  unhappy  Fair! 

Why  did  flie  wifli? Why  did  I  rafhly 

fwear  ? 

'71j  pq/i,  'tis  paji  Recall, 
She  mujt  a  Vidimjall. 
Anon,  when  I  appear 
The  mighty  Thunderer, 
Arm'd  with  inevitable  Fire, 
^he  needs  mufl  inflantly  expire. 
'Tis  pajt,  'tis  paJi  Recall, 
She  mujl  a  ViUimfall-  My 


A 
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My  fofteft  Lightning  yet  111  try. 
And  mildeft  melting  Bolt  apply: 
In  vain — for  flie  was  fram'd  to  prove 
None  but  the  lambent  Flames  of  Love. 

'Tis  pajt,  'tis  paji  Recall, 
She  muft  a  Vidtimfall. 

SCENE     VI. 

Juno    appears  in  her  Chariot  afcending. 
Juno. 
BOVE  Meajure 
Is  the  Pleajure 
Which  my  Revenge  fupplies. 
Loves  a  Bubble 
Gaind  with  Trouble, 
And  in  pojfeffing  dies. 
With  what  Joy  JJiall  I  mount  to  my  Heavn  again, 

At  once  from  my  Rival  and  Jealoujy  freed ! 
The  Sweets  of  Revenge  make  it  worth  While  to  reign. 
And  Heavn  will  hereafter  be  Heavn  indeed. 

[She  afcends. 

O3  SCENE 


A 
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SCENE     VII. 

The  SCENE  opening  dijcovers  S  EMY.i.^lying un- 
der a  Canopy,  leaning  penfwely.  While  a  mourn- 
ful Symphony  is  playing  Jhe  looks  up  and  fees  Jupi- 
ter dejcending  in  a  black  Cloud;  the  Motion  of 
the  Cloud  isfloiu.  Flaphes  of  Lightning  iffue  from  ei- 
ther Side,  and  Thunder  is  heard  grumbling  in  the  Air, 

S  E  M  E  L  E. 

H  me  I  too  late  I  now  repent 
My  Pride  and  impious  Vanity, 
He  comes  !    far  off  his  Lightnings  fcorch  me. 

1  feel  my  Life  confuming: 

I  burn,  I  burn — I  faint — for  Pity  I  implore — ■ 

O  help,  O  help — I  can  no  more.       [Dies. 

[As  the  Cloud  which  contains  Jupiter  is  arrived  jujl 

over  the  Canopy  of  Semele,  a  fudden  and  great 

Flafh  of  Lightning  breaks  forth,  and  a  Clap  of  loud 

Thunder  is  heard;    when  at  one  Lnftant  Semele 

with  the  Palace  and  the  whole  prejent  Scene  difap- 

pears,  and  Jupiter  re-ajcends  fwiftly.  The  Scene 

totally  changed  reprefents  a  pleafant  Country,  Mou7it 

'   Citheron  clofing  the  Profpe^. 

SCENE 
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SCENE     VIII. 

Enter  Cadmus,  Athamas    and  I  n  o. 

I  NO. 

F  my  ill-boding  Dream 


O 


Behold  the  dire  Event. 
Cadmus,    Athamas. 
O  Terror  and  Aftonifliment! 

I  N  o. 

How  I  was  hence  remov'd, 

Or  hither  how  return'd,  I  know  not: 
So  long  a  Trance  with-held  me. 
But  Hermes  in  a  Vifion  told  me 
(As  I  have  now  related) 
The  Fate  of  Semele; 
And  added,  as  from  me  he  fled. 
That  Jove  OYda.in  d  I  Atha?nas  fhouldwed. 

Cadmus. 
Be  Jove  in  ev'ry  Thing  obey'd. 

[Joins  their  Hands. 
Athamas. 
Unworthy  of  your  Charms,  myfelf  I  yield; 
Be  Jove's  Commands  and  yours  fulfilfd. 

O4  Cadmus. 
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Cadmus. 
See  from  above  the  bellying  Clouds  defcend, 
And  big  with  fome  new  Wonder  this  Way  tend. 

SCENE     IX. 

A  bright  Cloud  dejcends  andrejls  on  Mount  Qith^r on ^ 
which  opening,  dijcovers  Apollo  feated  in  it  as 
the  God  of  Prophecy. 

Apollo. 

P  O  L  L  O  comes  to  relieve  your  Care, 
And  future  Happinefs  declare. 
From  tyrannous  Love  all  your  Sorrows  proceed. 
From  tyrannous  Love  you  fhall  quickly  be  freed. 
From  Semele'i  Afhes  a  PhenixfJiall  rife. 
The  Joy  of  this  Earth,  and  Delight  of  the  Skies: 
A  God  he  fhall  prove 
More  mighty  than  Love, 
And  a  fovereign  Juice  fhall  invent, 
Which  Antidote  pure 
The/ick  Lover fiall  cure, 
And  Sighing  and  Sorrow  for  ever  prevent. 

Then 
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Then  Mortals  be  merry,  and /corn  the  blind  Boy; 
Tour  Hearts  from  his  Arrows  JirongWineJhall  defend: 
Each  Day  and  each  Might  youfhall  revel  in  Joy, 
For  when  Bacchus  is  born,  Loves  Reigns  at  an  End. 

CHORUS. 

Then  Mortals  be  merry,  Sec. 

Dance  of  Satyrs, 

[Exeunt  omnes. 
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EPISTLE 

To  the  Right  Honorable 

C       H      A       R      L       E       S 

Lord    HALIFAX,    &c. 

TO  You, my  Lord, my  Mufe  herTribute  pays 
Of  various  Verfe,  in  various  rude  EfTays; 
To  You  fhe  firft  addrefs'd  her  early  Voice, 
By  Inclination  led,  and  fix'd  by  Choice; 
To  You,  on  whofe  Indulgence  fhe  depends, 
Her  few  colleded  Lays,  fhe  now  commends. 

By  no  one  Meafure  bound,  her  Numbers  range. 
And  unrefolv'd  in  Choice,   delight  in  Change 5 
Her  Songs  to  no  diftinguifh'd  Fame  afpire, 
For,    now,   ftie  tries  the  Reed,   anon,  attempts 

the  Lyre  ; 
In  high  Parnajfus  fhe  no  Birthright  claims. 
Nor  drinks  deep  T>x?LU.g]\x.s oi Heliconian  Streams; 

Yet 
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Yet  near  the  facred  Mount  fhe  loves  to  rove, 
Vifits  the  Springs,  and  hovers  round  the  Grove, 
She  knows  what  Dangers  wait  too  bold  a  Flight, 
And  fears  to  fall  from  an  Icarian  Height ; 
Yet,  fhe  admires  the  Wing  that  fafely  foars, 
At  Dillance  follows,  and  its  Track  adores. 
She  knows  what  Room,  what  Force,  the  Swan 

requires, 
Whofe  to  wring  Head  above  the  Clouds  afpires, 
And  knows  as  well,  it  is  Your  Lowell  Praife, 
Such  Heights  to  reach  with  equal  Strength  and 

Eafe. 
O  had  your*  Genius  been  to  Leifure  born. 
And  not  more  bound  to  aid  us,  than  adorn  ! 
Albion  in  Verfe  with  ancient  Greece  had  vy'd. 
And  gain'd  alone  a  Fame,  which,  there,  fev'n 

States  divide. 
But  fuch,  ev'n  fuch  Renown,  too  dear  had  coft, 
Had  we  the  Patriot  in  the  Poet  loll. 
A  true  poetic  State  we  had  deplor'd. 
Had  not  Your  Miniftry  our  Coin  reftor'd. 

But  flill,  my  Lord,  tho'  Your  exalted  Name 
Stands  foremoft  in  the  faireft  Lift  of  Fame, 

Tho' 
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Tho'  Your  Ambition  ends  in  Public  Good, 
(A  Virtue  lineal  to  Your  Houfe  and  Blood:) 
Yet  think  not  meanly,  of  Your  other  Praife, 
Nor  flight  the  Trophies  which  the  Mufes  raife. 
How  oft,  a  Patriot's  beft  laid  Schemes  we  find 
By  Party  crofs'd,  or  Fa61ion  undermin'd! 
If  he  fucceed  he  undergoes  this  Lot, 
The  Good  receiv'd,  the  Giver  is  forgot. 
But   Honors   which   from   Verfe   their  Source 

derive. 
Shall  both  furmount  Detraction,  and  furvive ; 
And  Poets  have  unqueftion'd  Right,  to  claim 
If  not  the  Greateft,  the  moft  Lafting  Name. 


W.    CONGREVE. 


THE 


THE 

Mourning  Mufe  of  ALEXIS. 

A 

PASTORAL. 

Lamenting  the  Death  of 

QUEEN     MART. 

Infandum  Regina  jubes  renovare  dolor  em.     Virg. 

ALEXIS,     MEXALCAS. 

Menalcas. 

BEHOLD,  Alexis,  fee  this  gloomy  Shade, 
Which  feems  alone  for  Sorrow's   Shelter 
made ; 
Where  no  glad  Beams  of  Light  can  ever  play, 
But  Night  fucceeding  Night,  excludes  the  Day, 
Where  never  Birds  with  Harmony  repair. 
And  lightfome  Notes,  to  chear  the  dufky  Air, 
To  welcome  Day,  or  bid  the  Sun  farewel. 
By  Morning  Lark,  or  Evening  Philomel. 

No  Violet  here,  nor  Daify  e'er  was  feen, 
No  fweetly  budding  Flower,  nor  fp ringing  Green; 
Vol.  HL  P  For 
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For  fragrant  Myrtle,  and  the  blulliing  Rofe, 
Here,   baleful  Yew  with  deadly  Cyprefs  grows. 
Here  then,  extended  on  this  wither'd  Mofs, 
We'll  lie,  and  thou  fhalt  fing  oi  Albion  s  Lofs; 
Oi  Albion  s  Lofs,  and  o[  Pqftoras  Death, 
Begin  thy  mournful  Song,  and  raife  thy  tune- 
ful Breath. 

Alexis. 

Ah  Woe  too   great!  Ah  Theme,  which   far 
exceeds 
The  lowly  Lays  of  humble  Shepherds  Reeds! 

O  could  I  fmg  in  Verfe  of  equal  Strain, 
With  the  Sicilian  Bard,  or  Mantuan  Swain; 
Or  melting  Words,  and  moving  Numbers  choofe, 
Sweet  as  the  Britifli  Colin  s  mourning  Mufe  ; 
Could  I,  like  him,  in  tuneful  Grief  excel, 
And  mourn  like  Stella  for  her  AJlrofel; 
Then  might  I  raife  my  Voice,  (fecure  of  Skill) 
And  with  melodious  Woe   the  Vallies  rill; 
The  lill'ning  Echo  on  my  Song  fliould  wait, 
And  hollow  Rocks  Pojloras  Name  repeat ; 
Each  whiftling   Wind,   and   murm'ring  Stream 

fhould  tell 
How  Lov'd  (he  liv'd,  and  how  Lamented  fell, 

M  E  N  A  L- 
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Menalcas. 

Wert  thou  with  ev'ry  Bay  and  Laurel  crown'd, 
And  high  as  Pan  himfelf  in  Song  renown'd, 
Yet  would  not  all  thy  Art  avail  to  fliow 
Verfe  worthy  of  her  Name,  or  of  our  Woe: 
But  fuch  true  Paffion  in  thy  Face  appears, 
In  thy  pale  Lips,  thick  Sighs,  and  guQiing  Tears, 
Such  tender  Sorrow  in  thy  Heart  Lread, 
As  fnall  fupply  all  Skill,  if  not  exceed. 
Then  leave  this  common  Form  of  dumb  Diftrefs, 
Each  vulgar  Grief  can  Sighs  and  Tears  exprefs; 
In  fweet  complaining  Notes  thy  Paffion  vent. 
And  not  in  Sighs,  but  Words  explaining  Sighs, 
lament. 

Alexis. 

Wild  be  myWords,M^?z<2/<:<2J,  wild  my  Thought, 
Artlefs  as  Nature's  Notes,  in  Birds  untaught; 
Boundlefs  my  Verfe,  and  roving  be  my  Strains, 
Various  as  Flow'rs  on  unfrequented  Plains. 
And  thou  Thalia,  Darling  of  my  Breaft, 
By  whom  infpir'd,  I  fung  at  CGmus  Feafl: ; 
While  in  a  Ring,  the  jolly  Rural  Throng 
Have  fat  and  fmil'd  to  hear  my  chearful  Song: 

P  2  Begone, 
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Begone,  with  all  thy  Mirth  and  fprightly  Lays, 
My  Pipe  no  longer  now  thy  Pow'r  obeys  ; 
Learn  to  lament,  my  Mufe,  to  weep,  and  mourn^ 
Thy  fpringing  Laurels  all  to  Cyprefs  turn; 
Wound  with  thy  difmal  Cries  the  tender  Air^ 
And  beat  thy  fnowy  Breaft,    and  rend  thy  yel- 
low Hair; 
Far  hence,  in  utmoft  Wilds,  thy  Dwelling  choofe 
Begone  T^halia,  Sorrow  is  my  Mufe. 

/  mourn  P  A  s  t  o  r  A  dead,  /^/^  A  l  b  i  o  n  mourn, 
And  Sable  Clouds  her  Chalky  Cliffs  adorn. 
No  more   thefe   Woods  fhall  with  her  Sight  be 

blefs'd, 
Nor  with  her  Feet  thefe  flow'ry  Plains  be  prefs'd ; 
No  more  the  Winds  fhall  with  her  Treffes  play, 
And  from  her  balmy  Breath  fteal  Sweets  away; 
No  more  thefe  Rivers  chearfully  fhall  pafs, 
Pleas'd  to  refle(51  the  Beauties  of  her  Face; 
While  on  their  Banks  the  wond'ring  Flocks  have 

flood, 
Greedy  of  Sight,  and  negligent  of  Food. 
Nomore  the  Nymphs  fhall  with  foft  Tales  delight 
Her  Ears,  no  more  with  Dances  pleafe  her  Sight ; 


Nor 
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Nor  evermore  fhall  Swain  make  Soqg  of  Mirth, 
To  blefs  the  joyous  Day,  that  gave  her  Birth: 
Loft  is  that  Day,  which  had  from  her  its  Light, 
For  ever  loft  with  her,  in  endlefs  Night ; 
In  endlefs  Night,  and  Arms  of  Death  fhe  lies. 
Death  in  eternal  Shades  has  ftiut  Paftoras  Eyes. 

Lament  ye  Nymphs,  and  mourn  ye  wretched 
Swains, 
Stray  all  ye  Flocks,  and  defert  be  ye  Plains, 
Sigh  all  ye  Winds,  and  weep  ye  cryftal  Floods, 
Fade  all  ye  Flowers,  and  wither  all  ye  Woods. 

/  mourn  P  a  s  t  o  r  a   dead,  let  Albion  mourn. 

And  Sable  Clouds  her  Chalky  Cliffs  adorn. 

Within  a  difmal  Grot,  which  Damps  furround, 
All  cold  flie  lies  upon  th'  unwholfome  Ground; 
The  Marble  weeps,  and,  with  a  fiient  Pace, 
Its  trickling  Tears  diftil  upon  her  Face. 
Falfely  ye  weep,  ye  Rocks,  and  falfely  mourn! 
For  never  will  you  let  the  Nymph  return ! 
With  a  feign'd  Grief  the  faithlefs  Tomb  relents. 
And  like  the  Crocodile  its  Prey  laments. 

O  fhe  was  heav'nly  fair,  in  Face  and  Mind ! 
Never  in  Nature  were  fuch  Beauties  join'd: 

P  3  Without 
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Without,  all  fliiiiing;  and  within,  all  white; 
Pure  to  the  Senfe,  and  pleafnig  to  the  Sight; 
Like  fome  rareFlow'r,  whofe  Leaves  all  Colors 

yield. 
And  opening,  is  with  fweeteft  Odors  fill'd. 
As  lofty  Pines  o'ertop  the  lowly  Reed, 
So  did  her  graceful  Height  all  Nymphs  exceed. 
To  which  excelling  Height,  fhe  bore  a  Mind 
Humble  as  Ofiers  bending  to  the  Wind. 

Thus  excellent  fhe  v/as 

Ah  wretched  Fate!  She  was,  but  is  no  more. 
Help  me,  ye  Hills  and  Vallies,  to  deplore. 
/  mourn  P  A  s  t  o  r  A  dead,  /^^  A  l  b  i  o  n  mourn. 
And  Sable  Clouds  her  Chalky  Cliffs  adorn. 
From  that  blefs'd  Earth,  on  which  her  Body  lies, 
May  bloomingFiow'rs  with  fragrant  Sweets  arife: 
Let  Myrrha,  weeping  Aromatic  Gum, 
And  ever-living  Laurel,  fhade  her  Tomb. 
Thither,  let  all  th'induftrious  Bees  repair. 
Unlade  theirThighs,  andleave  their  Honey  there ; 
Thither,  let  Fairies  with  their  Train  refort, 
Negle61  their  Revels,  and  their  Midnight  Sport, 
There,  in  unufual  Wailings  wafle  the  Night, 
And  watch  her,  by  the  fiery  Glow-worm's  Light. 

There, 
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There,  may  no  difmal  Yew,  nor  Cyprefs  grow, 
Nor  Holly  Bufh,  nor  bitter  Elder's  Bough; 
Let  each  unlucky  Bird  far  build  his  Nell, 
And  diftant  Dens  receive  each  howling  Beafl; 
Let  Wolves  be  gone,  be  Ravens  put  to  flight. 
With  hooting  Owls, and  Bats  that  hate  the  Light. 

But  let  the  fighing  Doves  their  Sorrows  bring, 
And  Nightingales  in  fweet  Complainings  fmg; 
Let  Swans  from  their  forfaken  Rivers  fly, 
And  fick  ning  at  her  Tomb,  make  Hafte  to  die. 
That  they  may  help  to  fmg  her  Elegy. 
Let  Edio  too,  in  mimic  Moan,  deplore, 
And  cry  with  me,  Pajtora  is  no  more! 

/  mourn  P  a  s  t  o  r  a  dead,  let  Albion  mourn, 

And  Sable  Clouds  her  Chalky  Cliffs  adorn. 

And  fee,  the  Heav'ns  to  weep  in  Dew  prepare, 
And  heavy  Mifls  obfcure  the  burden'd  Air ; 
A  fudden  Damp  o'er  all  the  Plain  is  fpread. 
Each  Lily  folds  its  Leaves,  and  hangs  its  Head. 
On  ev'ry  Tree  the  Bloflbms  turn  to  Tears, 
And  ev'ry  Bough  a  weeping  Moifture  bears. 
Their  Wings  the  feather'd  airy  People  droop, 
And  Flocks  beneath  their  dewy  Fleeces  ftoop. 

P  4  The 
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The  Rocks  are  cleft,  and  new  defcendingRills 
Furrow  the  Brows  of  all  th'  impending  Hills. 
The  Water- Gods  to  Floods  their  Riv'lets  turn, 
And  each,  with  flreaming   Eyes,    fupplies  his 
wanting  Urn. 
The  Fawns  forfake  the  Woods,  the  Nymphs 
the  Grove, 
And  round  the  Plain  in  fad  Dillradions  rove ; 
In  prickly  Brakes  their  tender  Limbs  they  tear, 
And  leave   on  Thorns   their  Locks   of  golden 
Hair. 
With  their  fharp  Nails,  themfelves  the  Satyrs 
wound, 
And    tug  their  fliaggy  Beards,   and  bite  with 
Grief  the  Ground. 
Lo,  Pan  himfelf,  beneath  a  blafted  Oak 
Deje6led  lies,  his  Pipe  in  Pieces  broke. 
See  Pales  weeping  too,  in  wild  Defpair, 
And  to  the  piercing  Winds  her  Bofom  bare. 

And  fee  yond  fading  Myrtle,  where  appears 
The  Queen  of  Love,  all  bath'd  in  flowing  Tears, 
See  how  fhe  wrings  her  Hands,    and  beats  her 

Breaft, 
And  tears  her  ufelefs  Girdle  from  her  Wafle  : 

Hear 
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Hear  the  fad  Murmurs  of  her  fighing  Doves, 
For  Grief  they  figh,  forgetful  of  their  Loves. 

l^o^Love  himfelf,  with  heavy  Woes  opprefs'd! 
See,  how  his  Sorrows  fwell  his  tender  Breaft! 
His  Bow  he  breaks,  and  wide  his  Arrows  flings. 
And  folds  his  little  Arms,  and  hangs  his  droop- 
ing Wings ; 
Then,  lays  his  Limbs  upon  the  dying  Grafs, 
And  all  with  Tears  bedews  his  beauteous  Face, 
With  Tears,  which  from  his  folded  Lids  arife, 
And  even  Love  himfelf  has  weeping  Eyes. 
AllNaturemourns;theFloodsandRocks  deplore. 
And  cry  with  me,  Pajiora  is  no  more! 

/ mourn  P  a s t o r a  dead,  let  A  1.^1  on  mourn, 
And  Sable  Clouds  her  Chalky  Cliffs  adorn. 
The  Rocks  can  melt,  and  AirinMifts  can  mourn. 
And  Floods  can  weep,  and  Winds  to  Sighs  can 

turn ; 
The  Birds,  in  Songs,  their  Sorrows  can  difclofe. 
And  Nymphs  and  Swains,  in  Words,   can  tell 

their  Woes. 
But  oh!  behold  that  deep  and  wild  Defpair, 
Which  neither  Winds   can  ftiow,    nor  Floods, 
nor  Air. 

See 


234     POEMS  uponjeveral  Occafions. 

See  the  great  Shepherd,Ch.\t{ o^ 2M  the  Swains, 
Lord  of  thefe Woods,  and  wide-extended  Plains, 
Stretch'd  on  the  Ground,    and  clofe  to  Earth 

his  Face, 
Scalding  with  Tears  th' already  faded  Grafs; 
To  the  cold  Clay  he  joins  his  throbbing  Breaft, 
No  more  within  Pajloras  Arms  to  reft ! 
No  more  !  Forthofe  once  foft  and  circling  Arms 
Themfelvesare  Clay,andcold  areallher  Charms. 
Cold  are  thofe  Lips,  which  he  no  more  muft  kifs, 
And  cold  that  Bofom,  once  all  downy  Blifs  ; 
On  whofe  foft  Pillows,  lull'd  in  fweet  Delights, 
He  us'd,  in  balmy  Sleep,  to  lofe  the  Nights. 

Ah!  where  is  all  that  Love  and  Fondnefs  fled? 
Ah!  where  is  all  that  tender  Sweetnefs  laid? 
To  Duft  muft  all  that  Heav'n  of  Beauty  come! 
And  muft  Pojiora  moulder  in  the  Tomb  ! 
Ah  Death!  more  fierce,  and  unrelenting  far. 
Than  wildeft  Wolves  or  favage  Tigers  are  ; 
With  Lambs  and  Sheep  their  Hungers  are  ap- 

peas'd. 
But  rav'nous  Death  the  Shepherdefs  has  feiz'd.- 

/  mourn  P  a  s  t  o  r  A  dead,  let  Albion  mourn. 

And  Sable  Clouds  her  Chalky  Cliffs  adorn. 

'•'■  But 
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"But  fee,  Menalcas,  where  a  fudden  Light, 
"With  Wonder  flops  my  Song,  and  ftrikes  my 

Sight ! 
"And  where  Pqftora  lies,  it  fpreads  around, 
"  Showing  all  radiant  bright  the  facred  Ground. 
"While  fromherTomb,  behold  a  Flame  afcends 
"Of  whitefl  Fire,   whofe  Flight  to  Heav'n  ex- 
tends ! 
"On  flaky  Wings  it  mounts,  and  quick  as  Sight 
"  Cuts  thro' the  yielding  Air,withRays  of  Light; 
"  'Till  the  blue  Firmament  at  laft  it  gains, 
"And  fixing  there,  a  glorious  Star  remains: 
Fair  eft  itjiiines  of  all  that  light  the  Skies, 
As  once  on  Earth  were  Jeen  P  a  s  t  o  r  a'j  Eyes, 


TO 
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T  O     T  H  E 

KING, 

On  the  Taking  of 

M      A      M      U      R      E. 

IRREGULAR   ODE. 

Prcejenti  tihi  Maturos  largiraur  Honor es : 
Nil  oriturum  alias,  nil  ortum  tale  Jatentes. 

Hor.  ad  Auguft. 

I. 

OF  Arms  and  War  my  Mufe  afpires  to  ling, 
Andftrike  the  Lyre  upon  an  untry'd  String: 
New  Fire  informs  my  Soul,  unfelt  before; 
And,  on  new  Wings,  to  Heights  unknown  I  foar, 
O  Pow'r  unfeen!  by  whofe  refiftlefs  Force 
Compell'd,  I  take  this  Flight,  dire6l  my  Courfe: 
For  Fancy,  wild  and  pathlefs  Ways  will  choofe, 
Which  Judgment,  rarely,  or  with  Pain,  purfues. 
Say,  facred  Nymph,  whence  this  great    Change 

proceeds; 
Why  fcorns  the  lowly  Swain  his  Oaten  Reeds, 

Daring 
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Daring  aloud  to  ftrike  the  Sounding  Lyre, 

And  fing  Heroic  Deeds; 
Negle6ling  Flames  of  Love,  for  Martial  Fire? 

IL 
William,  alone,  my  feeble  Voice  can  raife; 
What  Voice    fo   weak,   that  cannot  fing  his 

Praife! 
The  lift'ning  World  eachWhifper  will  befriend 
That  breathes  his  Name,  and  ev'ry  Ear  attend. 
The  hov'ring  Winds  on  downy  Wings  fhall  wait 

around. 
And  catch,  and  waft  to  foreign  Lands,   the  fly- 
ing Sound. 
Ev'n  I  will  in  his  Praife  be  heard; 
For  by  his  Name  my  Verfe  fhall  be  preferr'd. 
Born  like  a  Lark  upon  this  Eagle's  Wing, 
High  as  the  Spheres,  I  will  his  Triumph  fmg; 
High  as  the  Head  of  Fame;  Fame,  whofe  exalted 

Size, 
From  the  deep  Vale  extends,  up  to  the  vaulted 
Skies  * :    , 
A  thoufand  talkingTongues  the Monfter  bears, 
A  thoufand  waking  Eyes,  and  ever  open  Ears; 

*  Virg.  AEn.  4. 

Hourly 
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Hourly  flie  ftalks,    with  huge  Gigantic  Pace, 
Meafu'ring  the  Globe,  like  Time,  with  conftant 
Race: 
Yet  Ihall  fhe  ftay,  and  bend  to  William  ?,  Praife: 
Of  Him,   her  thoufand   Ears  fliall  hear  trium- 
phant Lays, 
Of  Him,  her  Tongues   fhall  talk,    on  Him   her 
Eyes  fhall  gaze. 
HI. 
But  lo,  a  Change  aftonifliing  my  Eyes ! 
And  all  around,  behold  new  Objects  rife! 

What  Forms  are  thefe  I  fee  ?  and  whence  ? 
Beings  fubftantial  ?    or  does  Air  condenfe, 
To  clothe  in  vifionary  Shape  my  various  Thought? 
Are  thefe  by  Fancy  wrought  ? 
Can  ftrong  Ideas  flrike  fo  deep  the  Senfe? 
O  facred  Poefy !    O  boundlefs  Power! 
What  Wonders  doll   thou  trace,  what  hidden 
Worlds  explore. 
Thro'  Seas,  Earth,  Air,  and  the  wide  circling 
Sky, 
What  is  not  fought  and  feen,  by  thy  all-piercing 
Eye! 

IV.  'Twas 
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IV. 

'Twas  now,  when  flow'ry  Lawns  the  Profpe^l 

made, 

And  flowing  Brooks  beneath  a  Foreft's  Shade; 

A  lowing  Heifer,  lovelieft  of  the  Herd, 

Stood  feeding  by;  while  two  fierce  Bulls  pre- 

par'd 
Their  armed  Heads  for  Fight;    by  Fate  of  War, 

to  prove 
The  Vidor  worthy  of  the  fair  O nes  Love. 
Unthought   Prefage,    of  what  met  next    my 
View! 
For  foon  the  fhady  Scene  withdrew. 
And  now,  for  Woods,  and  Fields,  andfpring- 
ing  Flow'rs; 
Behold  a  Town  arife,    bulwark'd   with  Walls, 
and  lofty  Tow'rs! 
Two  rival  Armies  all  the  Plain  o'erfpread, 
EachinBattaliarangd,  and  fhining  Arms  array'd: 
With  eager  Eyes,  beholding  both  from  far, 
Kamure,  the  Prize  and  Miftrefs  of  the  War. 

V. 
Now,  Thirft  of  Conqueft,  and  Immortal  Fame, 
Does  ev'ry  Chief  and  Soldier's  Heart  inflame. 

Defenfive 
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Defenfive  Arms,  the  Gallic  Forces  bear; 

While  hardy  Britons  for  the  Storm  prepare: 

For  Fortune  had,  with  partial  Hand,  before 

Refign'd  the  Rule  to  Gallia  s  Pow'r. 

High  on  a  Rock  the  mighty  Fortrefs  Hands, 

Founded  by  Fate,   and  wrought  by  Nature's 

Hands. 

A  wond'rous  Talk  it  is  th'  Afcent  to  gain. 

Thro'  craggy  Cliffs,  that  ftrike  the  Sight  with 

Pain, 
And  nod  impending  Terrors  o'er  the  Plain. 

To  this,  what  Dangers  Men  can  add,  by  Force 
or  Skill, 
(And  great  is  human  Force  and  Wit,   in  111) 
Arejoin'd;  on  ev'ry  lide,  wide  gaping  Engines 
wait 
Teeming  with  Fire,  and  big  with  certain  Fate; 
Ready  to  hurl  Deftrudion  from  above, 
In  dreadful  Roar,  mocking  the  Wrath  of  Jbw. 
Thus  fearful,    does  the  Face   of  adverfe  Pow'r 
appear; 
But  Britijli  Forces  are  unus'd  to  fear: 
Tho'  thus  oppos'd,  they  might,  if  William  were 
not  there. 

VI.  But 
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VI. 

But  hark,  the  Voice  of  War!  Behold  the  Storm 

begin ! 
TheTrumpet'sClangorfpeaks  in  loud  Alarms, 

Mingling  Ihrill  Notes,  with  dreadful  Din 
Of  Cannons  burft,  and  rattling  Clafh  of  Arms. 
Clamors   from  Earth  to  Heav'n,   from  Heav'n 
to  Earth  rebound, 
Diftindion,  in  promifcuous  Noife  is  drown'd. 
And  Echo  loft  in  one  continu'd  Sound. 
Torrents  of  Fire  from  brazen  Mouths  are  fent, 
Follow'd  by  Peals,  as  if  each  Pole  were  rent; 
Such  Flames  the  Gulphs  of  Tl^rtoruj  difgorge, 
So  vaulted  Etna  roars  from  Vulcan  s  Forge; 
Such  were  the  Peals  from  thence,  fuch  the  vaft 
Blaze  that  broke, 
Redd'ning    with  horrid   Gloom,    the   dufky 
Smoke, 
When  the  h.u.g^  Cyclops  did  with  moulding  Thun- 
der fweat. 
And  maffive  Bolts  on  repercuflive  Anvils  beat. 

VII. 
Amidft  this  Rage,  behold,  where  William  ftands, 
Undaunted,  Undifmay'd !    ■ 
Vol.  IIL  Q^  With 
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With  Face  ferene,difpenfing'dread  Commands; 
Which  heard  withAwe, are  with  delight  obey'd, 
A  thoufand  fiery  Deaths  around  him  fly; 
And  burning  Balls  hifs  harmlefs  by: 
For  ev  ry  Fire  his  facred  Head  muft  fpare, 
Nor  dares  the  Lightning  touch  the  Laurels  there, 

VIIL 
Now  many  a  wounded  Briton  feels  the  Rage 
Of  miflive  Fires  that  fefler  in  each  Limb, 
Which  dire  Revenge  alone  has  Pow'r  t'affuage; 

Revenge  makes  Danger  dreadlefs  feem. 
And    now,   with   defp'rate   Force  and  frefli 

Attack, 
Through  obvious  Deaths,  refifllefs  Way  they 
make ; 
Raifing  high  Piles  of  Earth,  and  Heap  on  Heap 
they  lay. 
And  then  afcend;  refembling  thus  (as  far 
As  Race  of  Men  inferior,  may) 
The  fam'd  Gigantic  War. 
When  thofe  tall  Sons  of  Earth,  did   Heav'n 
afpire ; 
(A  brave,  but  impious  Fire!) 

Uprooting 
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UprootingHills,  with  moftftupendous  Hale, 
To  form  the  high  and  dreadful  Scale. 
The  Gods  with  Horror  and  Amaze,  look'd 

down. 
Beholding  Rocks  from  their  firmBafis  rent; 
Mountain  on  Mountain  thrown. 
With  threat'ning  hurl,    that  fhook  th'  Ethereal 
Firmament  I 
Th'  Attempt  did  Fear  in  Heav'n  create ; 
Ev'n  Jove  defponding  fat, 
'Till  Mars  with  all  his  Force  collected,  flood, 
Andpour'dwholeFr«?^ontherebellious  Brood; 
Who  tumbling  headlong  from  xK  Empyreal  Skies, 
O'erwhelm'd  thofe  Hills,  by  which  they  thouglit 
to  rife. 
Mars,  on  the  Gods  did  then  his  Aid  beftow, 
And  now  in  Godlike  William  florms,  with  equal 
Force  below. 

IX. 
Still  they  proceed,  with  firm  unftiaken  Pace, 
And  hardy  Breafts  oppos'd  to  Danger's  Face. 
With  daring  Feet,  on  fpringing  Mines  they 

tread 
Of  fecret  Sulphur,  in  dire  Ambufh  laid. 

0^2  Still 


244     POEMS  upon  fever al  Occajions. 

Still  they  proceed ;  tho'  all  beneath,  the  laboring 
Earth 

Trembles  to  give  the  dread  Irruptions  Birth. 
Thro'  this,  thro'  more,  thro'  all  they  go. 

Mounting  at  laft  amidft  the  vanquifh'd  Foe. 

See,  how  they    climb,  and  fcale   the   fteepy 

Walls! 
See,  how  the  Britons  rife !  fee  the  retiring  Gauhl 

Now  from  the  Fort,  behold  the  yielding  Flag  is 

fpread. 

And  Williams  Banner  on  the  Breach  difplay'd. 

X. 

Hark,    the   triumphant   Shouts,   from   every 

Voice! 

The  Skies  with  Acclamations  ring! 

Hark,  how  around,  the  Hills  rejoice. 

And  Rocks  refle61ed  los  fing ! 

Hautboys  and  Fifes  and  Trumpets  join'd, 

Heroic  Harmony  prepare. 

And  charm  to  Silence  every  Wind, 

And  glad  the  late  Tormented  Air. 

Far,  is  the  found  of  martial  Mufic  fpread, 

Echoing 
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Echoing  thro'  all  the  Gallic  Hoft, 
Whofe  numerous  Troops  the  dreadful  Storm 

furvey'd: 
But  they  with  Wonder,  or  with  Awe,  difmay'd, 
Unmov'd  beheld  the  Fortrefs  loft. 
•William,  their  num'rous  Troops  with  Terror  fiU'd, 
Such  wond'rous  Charms  can  Godlike  Valor 

fhow! 
Not  the  wing'd  Perfeus,  with  Petrific  Shield 
Oi Gorgon  s  Head,  to  more  Amazement  charm'd 
his  Foe. 
Nor,  when  on  foaring  Horfe  he  flew,  to  aid 
And  fave  from  Monfter'sRage,  the  Beauteous 
Maid; 
Or  more  Heroic  was  the  Deed; 
Or  fhe  to  furer  Chains  decreed, 
^     Then  was  Kamure;    'till  now  by  William  freed. 
^  XL 

Defcend,my  Mufe,from  thy  too  daring  Height^ 
Defcend  to  Earth,  and  eafe  thy  wide-ftretch'd 
Wing; 
For  weary  art  thou  grown,    of  this  unwonted 
Flight, 
And  doft  with  Pain  of  Triumphs  fing. 

Q^  3  More 
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More  fit  for  thee,  refume  thy  rural  Reeds; 
For   War   let     more  harmonious    Harps    be 

ftrung : 
Sing  thou  of  Love,    and  leave  great  Williams 

Deeds 
To  Him  v^ho  fung  the  Boyne;    or  Him  to  whom 

he  fung. 


THE 

B  I  R  T  H   of  the    M  U  S  E. 

To  the  Right  Honorable 

CHARLES  Lord  HALIFAX. 

Dignum  laude  virum  Mufa  vetat  mori.  Hor. 

DESCEND,  celeftial  Muje !  thy  Soninfpire 
Of  thee  to  fing ;  infufe  thy  holy  Fire. 
Belov'd  of  Gods  and  Men,  thyfelf  difclofe  ; 
Say,  from  what  Source  thy  heav'nly  Pow'r  arofe. 

Which 


> 
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Which  from  unnumber'd  Years deliv'ringdown 
The  Deeds  of  Heroes  deathlefs  in  Renown, 
Extends  their  Life  and  Fame  to  Ages  yet  un- 
known. ^ 

Time  and  the  Mufe  fet  forth  with  equal  Pace; 
At  once  the  Rivals  flarted  to  the  Race  : 
And  both  at  once  the  deflin'd  Courfe  fhall  end, 
Or  both  to  all  Eternity  contend. 
One  to  preferve  what  t'other  cannot  fave. 
And  refcue  Virtue  riling  from  the  Grave. 

To  thee,  O  Montague,  thefe  Strains  are  fung, 
For  thee  my  Voice  is  tun'd,  and  fpeaking  Lyre 

is  ftrung ; 
For  ev'ry  Grace  of  ev'ry  Mw/^  is  thine. 
In  thee  their  various  Fires  united  lliine, 
Darling,  of  Phoebus  and  the  tuneful  Nine ! 
To  thee  alone  I  dare  my  Song  commend, 
Whofe  Nature  can  forgive,  and  Pow'r  defend, 
And  fhow  by  Turns  the  Patron  and  the  Friend. 

Begin,  my  Mufe,  from  Jove  derive  thy  Song, 
Thy  Song  of  right  does  lirft  to  Jove  belong  : 
For  thou  thyfelf  art  of  celeftial  Seed, 
Nor  dare  a  Sire  inferior  boaft  the  Breed. 


Q4  When 
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When  firft  the  Frame  of  this  vafl  Ball  was  made, 
And  Jove  with  Joy  the  finifli'd  Work  furvey'd  ; 
Viciffitude  of  Things,  of  Men  and  States, 
Their  Rife  and  Fall  were  deftin'd  by  the  Fates. 
Then  Time  had  firft  a  Name  ;  by  firm  Decree 
Appointed  Lord  of  all  Futurity. 
Within  whofe  ample  Bofom  Fates  repofe 
Gaiifes  of  Things,  and  fecret  Seeds  enclofe, 
Which  ripening  there,  fhall  one  Day  gain  a  Birth, 
And  force  a  Paffage  thro'  the  teeming  Earth. 
To  him  they  give,  to  rule  the  fpacious  Light, 
And  bound  the  yet  unparted  Day  and  Night ; 
To  wing  the  Hours  that  whirl  the  rolling  Sphere, 
To  fhift  the  Seafons,  and  condu6l  the  Year. 
Duration  of  Dominion  and  ofPow'r 
To  him  prefcribe,  and  fix  each  fated  Haur. 
This  mighty  Rule,  to  Time  the  Fates  ordain, 
But  yet  to  hard  Conditions  bind  his  Reign. 
For  ev'ry  beauteous  Birth  he  brings  to  Light, 
(How  good  foe'er  and  grateful  in  his  Sight,) 
He  muft  again  to  native  Earth  reftore. 
And  all  his  Race  with  Iron  Teeth  devour. 
Nor  Good  nor  Great  fhall  'fcape  his  hungry  Maw, 
But  bleeding  Nature  prove  the  rigid  Law. 

Not 
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Not  yet,  the  loofen'd  Earth  aloft  was  flung, 
Or  pois'd  amid  the  Skies  in  Balance  hung; 
Nor  yet,  did  golden  Fires  the  Sun  adorn, 
Or  borrow'd  Luflre  filver  Cynthia  s  Horn; 
Nor  yet,  had  Time  CommifTion  to  begin, 
Or  Fate  the  many- twilled  Web  to  fpin; 
When  all  the  heav'nly  Hofl  affembled  came 
To  view  the  World  yet  refting  on  its  Frame  ; 
Eager  they  prefs,  to  fee  the  Sire  difmifs 
And  roll  the  Globe  along  the  vaft  Abyfs. 

When    deep   revolving   Thoughts    the    God 
retain. 
Which  for  a  Space  fufpend  the  promised  Scene. 
Once  more  his  Eyes  on  Time  intentive  look, 
Again,  infped  Fate's  univerfal  Book. 
Abroad  the  wond'rous  Volume  he  difplays, 
And  prefent  views  the  Deeds  of  future  Days. 

A  beauteous  SceAe  adorns  theforemofl:  Page, 
Where  Nature's  Bloom  prefents  the  Golden  Age. 
The  Golden  Leaf  to  Silver  foon  refigns. 
And  fair  the  Sheet,  but  yet  more  faintly  fliines. 
Of  bafer  Brafs,  the  next  denotes  the  Times, 
An  impious  Page  deform'd  with  deadly  Crimes. 

The 
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The  fourth  yet  wears  a  worfe  and  browner  Face, 
And  adds  to  gloomy  Days  an  Iron  Race. 

He  turns  the  Book,  and  ev'ry  Age  reviews. 
Then  all  the  kingly  Line  his  Eye  purfues  : 
The  firft  of  Men,  and  Lords  of  Earth  defign'd, 
Who  under  him  fhould  govern  Human-kind. 
Of  future  Heroes,  there,  the  Lives  he  reads, 
In  Search  of  Glory  fpent,  and  godlike  Deeds ; 
Who  Empires  found,  and  goodly  Cities  build. 
And  favage  Men  compel  to  leave  the  Field, 

All  this  he  faw,  and  all  he  faw  approv'd  ; 
When  lo  !  but  thence  a  narrow  Space  remov'd. 
And  hungry  Time  has  all  the  Scene  defac'd. 
The  Kings   deftroy'd,    and   laid    the  Kingdoms 

wafle  ; 
Together  all  in  common  Ruins  lie. 
And  but  anon  and  ev'n  the  Ruins  die. 
Th'  Almighty,  inly  touch'd,  CompafTion  found. 
To  fee  great  A6lions  in  Oblivion  drown'd ; 
And  forward  fearch'd  the  Roll,  to  find  if  Fate 
Had  no  Referve  to  fpare  the  Good  and  Great, 
Bright  in  his  View  the  Trojan  Heroes  fhine. 
And  Ilian  Strudures  rais'd  by  Hands  divine  ; 

But 
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But  Ilium  foon  in  native  Duft  is  laid, 
And  all  her  boafted  Pile  a  Ruin  made : 
Nor  great  AEneas  can  her  Fall  withfland, 
But  flies,  to  fave  his  Gods,  to  foreign  Land. 
The  Roman  Race  fucceed  the  Dardan  State, 
And  firft  and  fecond  Ccefar,  Godlike  Great. 
Still  on  to  After-days  his  Eyes  defcend, 
And  rifmg  Heroes  ftill  the  Search  attend. 
Proceeding  thus,  he  many  Empires  pafs'd  ; 
When  fair  Britannia  fix'd  his  Sight  at  laft. 

Above  the  Waves  flie  lifts  her  Silver  Head, 
And  looks  a  Venus  born  from  Ocean's  Bed. 
For  rolling  Years,  her  happy  Fortunes  fmile. 
And  Fates  propitious  blefs  the  beauteous  Ifle  ; 
To  Worlds  remote,  fhe  wide  extends  her  Reign, 
And  w^ields  the  Trident  of  the  ftormy  Main. 
Thus  on  the  Bafe  of  Empire  firm  ftie  ftands, 
While  bright  Eliza  rules  the  willing  Lands. 

But  foon  a  low'ring  Sky  comes  on  apace, 
And  Fate  revers'd  fhows  an  ill-omen'd  Face, 
The  Void  of  Heav'n  a  gloomy  Horror  fills. 
And  cloudy  Veils  involve  her  fhining  Hilb ; 
Of  Greatnefs  paft  no  Footfteps  fhe  reta  ns. 
Sunk  in  a  Series  of  inglorious  Reigns. 

She 
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She  feels  the  Change,  and  deep  regrets  theShame 
Of  Honors  loft,  and  her  diminifh'd  Name  : 
Confcious,  fhe  feeks  fromDay  to  fhroud  her  Head, 
And  glad  wou'd  flirink  beneath  her  oozy  Bed. 

Thus  far,  the  facred  Leaves  Britannia's  Woes 
In  fhady  Draughts  and  dufky  Lines  difclofe. 
Th'enfuing  Scene  revolves  a  Martial  Age, 
And  ardent  Colors  gild  the  glowing  Page. 

Behold!  of  radiant  Light  an  Orb  arife, 
Which  kindling  Day,  reftores  the  darken'd  Skies; 
And  fee!  on  Seas  the  beamy  Ball  defcends. 
And  now  its  Courfe  to  fair  Britannia  bends: 
Along  the  foamy  Main  the  Billows  bear 
The  floating  Fire,  and  waft  the  fhining  Sphere. 
Hail,  happy  Omen !  Hail,  aufpicious  Sight ! 
Thou  glorious  Guide  to  yet  a  greater  Light. 
For  fee!  a  Prince,  whom  dazzling  Arms  array, 
Purfuing  clofely,  ploughs  the  wat'ry  Way, 
Tracing  the  Glory  thro'  the  flaming  Sea. 

Britannia,  rife  ;  awake,  O  faireft  Ifle, 
From  Iron  Sleep  ;  again  thy  Fortunes  fmile. 
Once  more  look  up,  the  mighty  Man  behold, 
Whofe  Reign  renews  the  former  Age  of  Gold. 

The 
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The  Fates  at  length  the  blifsful  Web  have  fpun, 
And  bid  it  round  in  endlefs  Circles  run. 
Again,  fhall  diftant  Lands  confefs  thy  Sway, 
Again,  the  wat'ry  World  thy  Rule  obey; 
Again,  thy  martial  Sons  fhall  thirft  for  Fame, 
And  win  in  foreign  Fields  a  deathlefs  Name ; 
For  Williams  Genius  ev'ry  Soul  infpires. 
And  warms  the  frozen  Youth  with  warlike  Fires. 
Already,  fee,  the  hoftile  Troops  retreat, 
And  feem  forewarn'd  of  their  impending  Fate. 
Already  routed  Foes  his  Fury  feel. 
And  fly  the  Force  of  his  unerring  Steel. 
The  haughty  Gaul,  who   well,  'till  now,  might 

boaft 
A  matchlefs  Sword  and  unrefifted  Hoft, 
At  his  forefeen  Approach  the  Field  forfakes  ; 
His  Cities  tremble,  and  his  Empire  fhakes. 
His  tow'ring  Enfigns  long  had  aw'd  the  Plain, 
And  Fleets  audacioufly  ufurp'd  the  Main ; 
A  gath'ring  Storm  he  feem'd,  which  from  afar 
Teem'd  with  a  Deluge  of  deftfudive  War. 
'Till  Williams  ftronger  Genius  foar'd  above, 
And  down  the  Skies  the  daring  Tempeft  drove. 


So 
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So  from  the  radiant  Sun  retires  the  Night, 
And  wellern  Clouds  fhot  thro 'with  orient  Light. 
So  when  th'affuming  God,  whom  Storms  obey, 
To  all  the  warring  Winds  at  once  gives  Way, 
The  frantic  Brethren  ravage  all  around. 
And  Rocks,  and  Woods,  and  Shores  their  Rage 

refound ; 
Incumbent  o'er  the  Main,  at  length  theyfweep 
The  liquid  Plains,  and  raife  the  peaceful  Deep: 
But  when  fuperior  Meptune  leaves  his  Bed, 
His  Trident  fliakes,  and  fhows  his  awful  Head  ; 
The  madding  Winds  are  hufli'd,  the  Tempefts 

ceafe, 
And  ev'ry  rolling  Surge  refides  in  Peace. 

And  now  the  facred  Leaf  a  Landfcape  wears. 
Where, Heav'ri  ferene,  and  Air  unmov'd  appears. 
The  Rofe  and  Lily  paint  the  verdant  Plains, 
And  Palm  and  Olive  fhade  the  Sylvan  Scenes. 
The  peaceful  Thames  beneath  his  Banks  abides, 
And  foft,  and  flill,  the  filver  Surface  glides. 
The    Zephyrs   fan  the   Fields,    the    whifp'ring 

Breeze 
With  fragrant  Breath  remurmurs  thro'  the  Trees. 

The 
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The  warbling  Birds  applauding  new-born  Light, 
In  wanton  Meafures  wing  their  airy  Flight, 
Above  the  Floods  the  finny  Race  repair. 
And  bound  aloft,  and  bafk  in  upper  Air; 
They  gild  their  fcaly  Backs  in  Phabus  Beams, 
And  fcorn  to  fkim  the  Level  of  the  Streams. 
Whole  Nature  wears  a  gay  and  joyous  Face, 
And  blooms  and  ripens  with  the  Fruits  of  Peace, 

No  more  the  lab'ring  Hind  regrets  his  Toil, 
But  chearfully  manures  the  grateful  Soil; 
Secure  the  Glebe  a  plenteous  Crop  will  yield. 
And  golden  Ceres  grace  the  waving  Field. 
Th'  advent'rous   Man,  who  durft  the  Deep  ex- 
plore, 
Oppofe  the  Winds,  and  tempt  the  flielfy  Shore, 
Beneath  his  Roof  now  tafles  unbroken  Reft, 
Enough  with  native  Wealth  and  Plenty  blefs'd. 

No  more  the  forward  Youth  purfues  Alarms, 
Nor  leaves  the  facred  Arts  for  ftubborn  Arms. 
No  more  the  Mothers  from  their  Hopes  are  torn. 
Nor  weeping  Maids  the  promis'd  Lover  mourn. 
Nomore  the  Widows  Shrieks,  andOrphans  Cries, 
Torment  the  patient  Air  and  pierce  the  Skies. 


But 
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But  peaceful  Joys  the  profp'rous  Times  afford. 
And  banifii'd  Virtue  is  again  reflor'd. 
And  he  whofe  Arms  alone  fuftain'd  the  Toil, 
And  propp'd  the   nodding  Frame  of  Britai7is 

Ifle; 
By  whofe  illuflrious  Deeds,  her  Leaders  fir'd. 
Have  Honors  lofl  retriev'd,  and  new  acquir'd, 
With  equal  Sway  will  Virtue's  Laws  maintain. 
And  Good,  as  Great,  in  awful  Peace  fhall  reign; . 
For  his  Example  ftill  the  Rule  fhall  give. 
And  thofe  it  taught  to  Conquer,  teach  to  Live, 

Proceeding  on,  the  Father  ftill  unfolds 
Succeeding  Leaves,  and  brighter  ftill  beholds ; 
The  lateft  feen  the  faireft  feems  to  fhine. 
Yet  fudden  does  to  one  more  fair  refign. 

Th'  Eternal  paus'd 

Nor  wou'd  Britannia  s  Fate  beyond  explore  ; 
Enough  he  faw  befides  the  coming  Store. 
Enough  the  Hero  had  already  done. 
And  round  the  wide  Extent  of  Glory  run : 
Nor  further  now  the  fhining  Path  purfues. 
But  like  the  Sun  the  fame  bright  Race  renews. 

And  fhall remorfelefs  Fates  onhim  have  Pow'r? 
Or  Time  unequally  fuch  Worth  devour  ? 

Then, 
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Then,  wherefore  fhall  the  Brave  for  Fame  conteft? 
Why  is  this  Man  diflinguifti'd  from  the  reft  ? 
Whofe  foaring  Genius  now  fublime  afpires, 
And  deathlefs  Fame  the  due  Reward  requires. 
Approving  Heav'n  th'  exalted  Virtue  views. 
Nor  can  the  Claim  which  it  approves  refufe. 

The  Great  Creator  foon  the  Grant  refolves, 
And  in  his  mighty  Mind  the  Means  revolves. 
He  thought;  Nor  doubted  once,  again  to  choofe. 
But  fpake  the  Word,  and  made  th '  immortal  Mi{/^. 
Ne'er  did  his  Pow'r  produce  fo  bright  a  Child, 
On  whofe  Creation  Infant  Nature  fmil'd. 
Perfect  at  firft,  a  finifli'd  Form  fhe  wears. 
And  Youth  perpetual  in  her  Face  appears. 
Th'affembledGods,  who  longexpeding  ftay'd, 
With  new  Delight  gaze  on  the  lovely  Maid, 
And  think  the  wifh'd-forWorld  was  welldelay'd. 
Nor  did  the  Sire  himfelf  his  Joy  difguife. 
But  ftedfaft  view'd,  andfix'd,  and  fed  his  Eyes. 
Intent  a  Space,  at  length  he  Silence  broke, 
And  thus  the  God  the  heav'nly  Fair  belpoke. 

To  thee,  Immortal  Maid,  from  this  blejsd  Hour, 
O'er  Time  and  Fame,  /  give  unboimded  Poiur. 

Vol.  III.  R  Thou 
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Thou  from  Oblivion  Jlialt  the  Hero  Jave  ; 
Shalt  raife^  revive,  immortalije  the  Brave. 
To  thee,  the  Dardan  Prince  Jhall  owe  his  Fame ; 
To  thee,  the  Caefars  their  eternal  Name, 
Eliza,  fung  by  thee,  luith  Yatt  Jhall Jirive, 
And  long  as  Time,  in  Jacred  Verfe  Jurvive*. 
And  yet,  0  Mufe,  remains  the  nobleji  Theme; 
Thejirjl  oj  Men,  mature  for  endlefs  Fame, 
Thy  future  Songs  fhall  grace,  and  all  thy  Lays, 
Thenceforth,  alone fiall  wait  on  William'j  Praife. 
On  his  heroic  Deeds  thy  Verfe  fhall  rife ; 
Thoufhalt  diffufe  the  Fires  that  he  fupplies : 
Thro'  him  thy  Songs  fiall  more  fiblime  afpire; 
And  he,  thro'  them,  fiall  deathlefs  Fame  acquire: 
JVor  Time,  nor  Fate  his  Glory  fiall  oppofe. 
Or  blaft  the  Monuments  the  Mufe  befows. 

This  faid  ;  no  more   remain'd.      Th'  ethereal 

Hoft, 
Again  impatient  crowd  the  cryftal  Coafl. 
The  Father,  now,  within  his  fpacious  Hands, 
Encompafs'd   all  the  mingled  Mafs  of  Seas  and 

Lands  ; 
And  having  heav'd  aloft  the  pond'rous  Sphere, 
He  launch'd  the  World  to  float  in  ambient  Air. 

ON 
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o  N 

Mrs.  ARABELLA  HUXT,  Singing. 

IRREGULAR    ODE. 

I. 

LE  T  all  be  hufh'd,  each  fofteft  Motion  ceafe. 
Be  ev'ry  laud  tumultuous  Thought  at  Peace, 
And  ev'ry  ruder  Gafp  oi  Breath 
Be  calm,  as  in  the  Arms  of  Death. 

And  thou  moft  fickle,  moft  uneafy  Part, 
Thou  reftlefs  Wanderer,  my  Heart, 
Be  ftill;   gently,  ah  gently,  leave, 
Thou  bufy,  idle  Thing,  to  heave. 
Stir  not  a  Pulfe;   and  let  my  Blood, 
That  turbulent,  unruly  Flood, 
Be  foftly  flay'd: 

Let  me  be  all,  but  my  Attention,  dead. 

Go,  reft,  unneceflary  Springs  of  Life, 
Leave  your  officious  Toil  and  Strife; 

For  I  would  hear  her  Voice,  and  try 

If  it  be  poffible  to  die. 

R  2  IL  Come 
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II. 

Come    all   ye   Love-fick   Maids   and   wounded 
Swains, 
And  liften  to  her  healing  Strains. 
A  wond'rous  Balm  between  her  Lips  fhe  wears, 
Of  fov'reign  Force  tofoften  Cares; 
And  this  through  ev'ry  Ear  fhe  can  impart, 
(By  tuneful  Breath  diffus'd)  to  ev'ry  Heart. 
Swiftly  the  gentle  Charmer  flies, 
And  to  the  tender  Grief  foft  Air  applies. 
Which,  warbling  Myhic  Sounds, 
Cements  the  bleeding  Panter's  Wounds. 
But  ah  !   beware  of  clam'rous  Moan: 
Let  no  unpleafmg  Murmur,  or  harfh  Groan, 

Your  Plighted  Loves  declare  : 
Your  very  tend  reft  moving  Sighs  forbear, 
For  even  they  will  be  too  boift'rous  here. 
Hither  let  nought  but  facred  Silence  come  ; 
And  let  all  fancy  Praife  be  dumb. 
III. 
Andlo!  5z7^nc<?  himfelf  is  here; 
Methinks  I  fee  the  Midnight  God  appear; 
In  all  his  downy  Pomp  array'd, 
Behold  the  rev'rend  Shade: 

An 
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An  ancient  Sigh  he  fits  upon, 
Whofe  Memory  of  Sound  is  long  fince  gone, 
And  purpofely  annihilated  for  his  Throne: 
Beneath,  two  foft  tranfparent  Clouds  do  meet, 
In  which  he  feems  to  link  his  fofter  Feet. 
A  melancholy  Thought,  condens'd  to  AiVy 
Stoln  from  a  Lover  in  Defpair, 
Like  a  thin  Mantle,  ferves  to  wrap 
jn  Fluid  Folds  his  Vifionary  Shape.' 
A  Wreath  of  Darknefs  round  his  Head  he  wears, 
Where  curling  Mills  fupply  the  Want  of  Hairs: 
While  the  ftiil  Vapors,  which  from  Poppies  rife. 
Bedew  his  hoary  Face,  and  lull  his  Eyes. 

IV. 
But  hark!    the  heav'nly  Sphere  turns  round. 
And  Silence  now  is  drown'd 
In  Ecftafy  of  Sound. 
How  on  a  fudden  the  flill  Air  is  charm'd. 
As  if  all  Harmony  were  jufl  alarm'd! 
And  ev'ry  Soul  with  Tranfport  filfd. 
Alternately  is  thaw'd  and  chill'd. 
See  how  the  Heav'nly  Choir 
Come  flocking,  to  admire, 

R  3  And 
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And  with  what  Speed  and  Care, 
Defcending  Angels  cull  the  thinneft  Airl 

Hafte  then,  come  ail  th'  Immortal  Throng, 

And  liften  to  her  Song; 
Leave  your  lov'd  Manfions,  in  the  Sky, 
And  hither,  quickly  hither  fly; 
Your  Lofs  of  Heav'n,  nor  fhall  you  need  to  fear, 
While  fhe  Sings,  'tis  Heav'n  here. 

V. 
See  how  they  crowd,  fee  how  the  little  Cherubs 

fLip! 
While  others  fit  around  her  Mouth,  and  lip 

Sweet  Hallelujahs  from  her  Lip. 
Thofe  Lips,  where  in  Surprifeof  ^/e/j  they  rove; 
For  ne'er  before  did  Angels  tafte 
So  exquifite  a  Feaft, 
Of  Mufic  and  of  Love. 
Prepare  then,  ye  Immortal  Choir, 
Each  facred  Minftrel  tune  his  Lyre, 
And  with  her  Voice  in  Chorus  join, 
Her  Voice,  which  next  to  yours  is  moft  divine. 

Blefs  the  glad  Earth  with  Heav'nly  Lays, 
And  to  that  Pitch  th'  eternal  Accents  raife. 

Which 
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Which  only  Breath  infpir'd  can  reach, 
To  Notes,  which  only  Ihe  can  learn,    and  you 
can  teach: 

While  we,  charm'd  with  the  lov'd  Excefs, 

Are  rapt  in  fweet  Forgetfulnefs: 
Of  all,  of  all,  but  of  the  prefent  Happinefs: 

Wifhing  for  ever  in  that  State  to  lie, 

For  ever  to  be  dying  fo,  yet  never  die. 


R4  PRIAM' s 
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P  R    I  A   M's 

T  A  T   I    O   N 


AND 


T  O 


ACHILLES, 

F  O  R    T  H  E 

Body  of  his   Son  HECTOR, 
Tranflated  from  the  Greek  of  Homer,  'IXidL  co. 

Beginning  at  this  Line, 


'Epiisiac,' 

Argument  Introductory  to  this  Tranflation. 

Heclor'5  Body^  (after  he  wasjlain)  remained  Jiill  in  the  PoJfeJJion 
of  Achilles  ;  for  which  Priam  made  great  Lamentation.  Ju- 
piter had  Pity  on  him,  andfent  Iris  to  comfort  him,  and  direcl 
him  after  what  Manner  hefhouldgo  to  Achilles '5  Tent;  and  how 
hefliould  there  ranfom  the  Body  of  his  Son.  Priam  accordingly 
orders  his  Chariot  to  he  got  ready,  and  preparing  rich  Prejents  for 
Achilles,  Jets  forward  to  the  Grecian  Camp,  accompanied  by  no 
Body  but  his  Herald  Idceus.  Mercury,  «?  Jupiter'i  Command^ 
meets  hiinby  the  Way,  in  the  Figure  of  a  young  Grecian,  and,  after 
bemoaning  his  Misfortune,  undertakes  to  drive  his  Chariot.,  unob- 

Jervedy 
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Jerved,  through  the  Guards,  and  to  the  Door  of  Achilles 'j  Tent; 
luhich  having  performed,  he  difcovered  hhnfef  a  God,  and  giving 
him  afiort  InftruSiion,  how  to  inove  Achilles  to  Co7npaJ/ion,  flew 
up  to  Heaven. 

SO  fpake  the  God,  and  Heav'nward  took  his 
Flight : 
When  Priam  from  his  Chariot  did  alight ; 
Leaving  Idaus  there,  alone  he  went 
With  folemn  Pace,  into  Achilles  Tent. 
Heedlefs,  hepafs'dthro'  various  Rooms  of  State, 
Until  approaching  where  the  Hero  fat; 
There  at  a  Feaft,  the  good  old  Priam  found 
Jove's  befl  belov'd,  with  all  his  Chiefs  around: 
Two  only  were  t'attend  his  perfon  plac'd, 
Automedon  and  Alcymus;  the  reft 
At  greater  Diflance,  greater  State  exprefs'd. 
Priam,  unfeen  by  thefe,  his  Way  purfu'd. 
And  lirll  of  all  was  by  Achilles  view'd. 
About  his  Knees  his  trembling  Arms  he  call:, 
And  agonifing  grafp'd  and  held  'em  faft; 
Then  caught  his  Hands,   and  kifs'd  and  prefs'd 

'em  clofe, 
Thofe  Hands,  th'  inhuman  Authors  of  his  Woes; 
Thofe  Hands,  whofe  unrelenting  Force  hadcoft 
Much  of  his  Blood  (for  many  Sons  he  loft.) 

But 
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But,  as  a  Wretch  who  has  a  Murder  done, 
And  feeking  Refuge,  does  from Juftice  run; 
Ent'ringfomeHoufeinhafle  where  he's  unknown. 
Creates  Amazement  in  the  Lookers-on: 
So  did  Achilles  gaze,  furpris'd  to  fee 
The  Godhke  Priam  s  Royal  Mifery; 
All  on  each  other  gaz'd,  all  in  furprife 
And  mute,  yet  feem'd  to  queftion  with  their  Eyes. 
'Till  he  at  length  the  folemn  Silence  broke; 
And  thus  the  venerable  Suppliant  fpoke. 

Divine  Achilles,  at  your  Feet  behold 
A  proftrate  King,  in  Wretchednefs  grown  old: 
Think  on  your  Father,  and  then  look  on  me, 
His  hoary  Age  and  heiplefs  Perfon  fee ; 
So  furrow'd  are  his  Cheeks,  fo  white  his  Hairs, 
Such,  and  fo  many  his  declining  Years; 
Cou'd  you  imagine  (but  that  cannot  be) 
Cou'd  you  imagine  fuch  his  Mifery! 
Yet  it  may  come,  when  he  fhall  be  opprefs'd. 
And  neighb'ring  Princes  lay  his  Country  wafte; 
Ev'n  at  this  Time  perhaps  fome  pow'rful  Foe, 
Who  will  no  Mercy,  no  CompafFion  fliow, 
Ent'ring  his  Palace,  fees  him  feebly  fly. 
And  feek  Prote^lion,  where  no  Help  is  nigh. 

In 
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In  vain,  he  may  your  fatal  Abfence  mourn. 
And  wifli  in  vain  for  your  delay'd  Return ; 
Yet,  that  he  hears  you  Hve,  is  fome  Relief; 
Some  Hopes  alleviate  his  Excefs  of  Grief. 
It  glads  his  Soul  to  think,  he  once  may  fee 
•His  much-  lov'd  S  on ;  would  that  were  granted  me! 
But  I,  mofl  wretched  I!    of  all  bereft! 
Of  all  my  worthy  Sons,  how  few  are  left! 
Yet  fifty  goodly  Youths  I  had  to  boaft. 
When  firft  the  Greeks  invaded  Ilions  Coafl: 
Nineteen,  the  joyful  Ilfue  of  one  Womb, 
Are  now,  alas!  a  mournful  Tribute  to  one  Tomb. 
Mercilefs  War,  this  Devaftation  wrought, 
And  their  flrong  Nerves  to  Diffolution  brought. 
Still  one  was  left,  in  whom  was  all  my  Hope, 
My  Age's  Comfort,  and  his  Country's  Prop; 
HeBor,  my  Darling,  and  my  lajt  Defence, 
Whofe  Life  alone,  their  Deaths  could  recompenfe: 
And,  to  complete  my  Store  of  countlefs  Woe, 
Him  you  have  flain — of  him  bereav'd  me  too! 
For  his  Sake  only,  hither  am  I  come; 
Rich  Gifts  I  bring,  and  Wealth,  an  endlefs  Sum; 
All  to  redeem  that  fatal  Prize  you  won, 
A  worthlefs  Ranfom  for  fo  brave  Son. 

Feat 
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Fear  the  jufl  Gods,  Achilles;  and  on  me   . 
With  Pity  look,  think  you  your  Father  fee; 
Such  as  I  am,  he  is,  alone  in  this, 
I  can  no  Equal  have  in  Miferies ; 
Of  all  Mankind,  moft  wretched  and  forlorn, 
Bow'd  with  fuch  Weight,  as  never  has  been  born; 
Reduc'd  to  kneel  and  pray  to  you,  from  whom 
The  Spring  and  Sourceofall  my  Sorrows  come; 
With  Gifts,  to  court  mine  and  my  C ountry's  ^<2n^. 
And  kifs  thofe  Hands,  which  have  my  Children 

flain. 
He  fpake. 

Now,  Sadnefs  o'er  Achilles  Face  appears, 
Priam  he  views,  and  for  his  Father  fears; 
That,  and  Gompaffion  melt  him  into  Tears. 
Then,  gently  with  his  Hand  he  put  away 
Old  Priam  ^  Face  ;  but  he  flill  proftrate  lay. 
And  there  with  Tears,  and  Sighs,  afrefh  begun 
To  mourn  the  Fall  of  his  ill-fated  Son. 
But  Paflion  diff'rent  Ways  Achilles  turns. 
Now,  he  Patroclus,  now,  his  Father  mourns: 
Thus  both  with  Lamentations  fill'd  the  Place, 
Till  Sorrow  feem'd  to  wear  one  common  Face. 

THE 
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THE 

LAMENTATIONS 

O    F 

Hecuba,  Andromache,  and  Helen, 

Over  the  Dead  Body  of 

H    E     C     to     R. 

Tranflated  from  the  Greek  of  Homer,  'IXidS.  co. 

Beginning  at  this  Line, 

'HccXj  ^s  xpoKOTtstXoc,  mhaxo  icdoav  eV  alav. 

Connexion  of  this  with  the  former  Tranflation. 

Priam,  at  Iq/l,  moves  Achilles  io  Conipq/Jion,  and  after  having  made 
him  Prejents  of  great  Value,  obtains  the  Body  of  his  Son.  Mer- 
cury awakens  Priam  early  in  the  Morning,  and  advifes  him  to 
hafle  away  with  the  Body,  lefl  Ag3imemnon  fliould  be  informed  of 
his  being  in  the  Camp:  He  himfe  If  helps  to  harnefs  the  Mules  and 
Horfes,  and  conveys  himfafely,  and  without  JVoife,  Chariot  and 
all,  from  among  the  Grecian  Tents;  then  flies  up  to  Heaven,  leav- 
ing Priam  a?id  Idasus  to  travel  on  with  the  Body  toward  Troy. 

NOW  did  the  Saffron  Morn  her  Beams  dif- 
play, 
Gilding  the  Face  of  univerfal  Day; 

When 
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When  mourning  Priam  to  the  Town  return'd ; 

Slowly  his  Chariot  mov'd,  as  that  had  mourn'd; 

The  Mules,  beneath  the  mangled  Body  go, 

As  bearing  (now)  unufual  Weight  of  Woe. 

To  Pergamus  high  Top  Cajfandra  flies, 

Thence,  (he  afar  the  fad  Proceffion  fpies  : 

Her  Father  and  Idceus  firft  appear, 

Then  Heciofs  Corpfe  extended  on  a  Bier; 

At  which,  herboundlefs  Grief  loud  Cries  began, 

And,  thus  lamenting,  thro'  the  Streets  fhe  ran: 

Hither,  ye  tor  etched  Trojans,  hither  all  I 

Behold  the  Godlike  He^lor'i  Funeral ! 

If  e'er  you  luent  ivith  Joy,  to  fee  him  come 

Adorn  d  loith  Conquefl  and  with  Laurels  home, 

Affemhle  noiu,  his  ranfom'd  Body  fee, 

What  once  was  all  your  Joy,  now  all  your  Mifery ! 

She  fpake,  and  llraight  the  num'rous  Crowd 

obey'd, 

Nor  Man,  nor  Woman,  in  the  City  flay'd; 

Common  Confent  of  Grief  had  made  'em  one, 

With  clam'rous  Moan  to  Sams  Gate  they  run. 

There  the  lov'd  Body  of  their  Hedor  meet, 

Which  they,  with  loud  and  frefh  Lamentings^ 

greet. 

His 
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His  rev'rend  Mother,   and  his  tender  Wife, 
Equal  in  Love,  in  Grief  had  equal  Strife: 
In  Sorrow  they  no  Moderation  knew, 
But  wildly  wailing,  to  the  Chariot  flew  ; 
There  ftrove  the  rolling  Wheels  to  hold,  while 

each 
Attempted  firft  his  breathlefs  Corpfe  to  reach; 
Aloud  they  beat  their  Breafts,  and  tore  their 

Hair, 
Rending  around  with  Shrieks  the  fuff 'ring  Air. 
Now  had  the  Throng  of  People   flopp'd  the 

Way, 
Who  would  have  there  lamented  all  the  Day, 
'But  Priam  from  his  Chariot  rofe,  and  fpake: 
Trojans,  enough;  Truce  with  your  Sorrows  make ; 
Give  Way  to  me,  and  yield  the  Chariot  Room ; 
Firft  let  me  hear  my  He61;or'5  Body  home. 
Then  mourn  your  fill.  At  this  the  Crowd  gave  Way, 
Yielding,  like  Waves  of  a  divided  Sea. 
Idmis  to  the  Palace  drove,  then  laid. 
With  Care,  the  Body  on  a  fumptuous  Bed, 
And  round  about  were  fldlful  Singers  plac'd. 
Who  wept,  andfigh'd,  and  in  fad  Notes  exprefs'd 

Their 
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Their  Moan  ;  All  in  a  Chorus  did  agree 
Of  univerfal,  mournful  Harmony. 
When,  firft,  Andromache  her  Paffion  broke. 
And  thus    (clofe  preffing  his  pale  Cheeks)    flie 
fpoke. 

A  N  D  R  o  M  A  G  H  e'j    Lamentation, 

O  my  loft  Hufband !  let  me  ever  mourn 
Thy  early  Fate,  and  too  untimely  Urn : 
In  the  full  Pride  of  Youth  thy  Glories  fade, 
And  thou  in  Aflies  muft  with  them  be  laid. 

Why  is  my  Heart  thus  miferably  torn! 
Why  am  I  thus  diftrefs'd !  why  thus  forlorn! 
Am  I  that  wretched  Thing,  a  Widow,  left  ? 
Why  do  I  live,  who  am  of  thee  bereft ! 
Yet  I  were  blefs'd,  were  I  alone  undone; 
Alas,  my  Child!  where  can  an  Infant  run? 
Unhappy  Orphan !  thou  in  Woes  art  nurs'd ; 
Why  were  you   born? — I    am   with   Bleffings 

curs'd! 
For  long  ere  thou  fhalt  be  to  Manhood  grown, 
Wide  Defolation  will  lay  wafte  this  Town : 
Who  is  there  now  that  can  Protection  give, 
Sincehe, who  was  her  Strength, no  moredoth  live? 

Who 
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Who  of  her  rev'rend  Matrons  will  have  Care  ? 
Who  fave  her  Children  from  the  Rage  of  War  ? 
For  He  to  all  Father  and  Hufband  was, 
And  all  are  Orphansnow,  and  Widows,  by  hisLofs. 
Soon  will  the  Grecians,  now,  infulting  come, 
And  bear  us  Captives  to  their  diftant  Home; 
I,  with  my  Child,  muft  the  fame  Fortune  fliare. 
And  all  alike,  be  Pris'ners  of  the  War; 
'Mongft  bafe-born  Wretches  he  his  Lot  muft 

have, 
And  be  to  fome  inhuman  Lord,  a  Slave. 
Elfe  fome  avenging  Greek,  with  Fury  fiU'd, 
Or  for  an  only  Son,  or  Father  kill'd 
By  HeBors  Hand,  on  him  will  vent  his  Rage, 
And  with  his  Blood  his  thirfty  Grief  affuage  ; 
For  many  fell  by  his  relentlefs  Hand, 
Biting  that  Ground,   which   with  their   Blood 

was  ftain'd. 
Fierce  was  thy  Father  (O  my  Child)  in  War, 
And  never  did  his  Foe  in  Battle  fpare  ; 
Thence  come   thefe   Suff'rings,  which  fo  much 

have  coft. 
Much  Woe  to  all,  but  fure  to  me  the  moft. 

Vol.  IIL  '         S  I 
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I  faw  him  not,  when  in  the  Pangs  of  Death, 
Nor  did  my  Lips  receive  his  latefl  Breath ; 
Why  held  he  not  to  me  his  dying  Hand  ? 
And  why  receiv'd  not  I  his  laft  Command  ? 
Something  he  would  have  faid,  had  I  been  there, 
Which  I  Ihould  ftill  in  fad  Remembrance  bear; 
For  I  could  never,  never  Words  forget. 
Which  Night  and  Day,  I  fhould  with  Tears  repeat. 

She  fpake,  and  wept  afrefli,  when  all  around 
A  general  Sigh  diffus'd  a  mournful  Sound. 

Then,  Hecuba,  who  long  had  been  opprefs'd 
With  boiling  Paffions  in  her  aged  Breaft, 
Mingling  her  Words  with  Sighs  and  Tears,  begun 
A  Lamentation  for  her  Darling  Son. 

H  E  G  u  B  A  'i    Lamentation. 

Hector,  my  Joy,  and  to  my  Soul  more  dear 
Than  all  my  other  num'rous  Iffue  were  ; 
O  my  laft  Comfort,  and  my  beft  belov'd!     . 
Thou,  at  whofeFall, &w^n  Jove  himfelfwas  mov'd. 
And  fent  a  God  his  dread  Commands  to  bear. 
So  far  thou  wert  high  Heav'n's  peculiar  Care! 
From  E.eice  Achilles'  Chains  thy  Corpfe  was  freed; 
So  kind  a  Fate  was  for  none  elfe  decreed  : 

My 
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My  other  Sons,  made  Pris'ners  by  his  Hands, 
Were  fold  like  Slaves,  and  ftiipp'd  to   foreign 

Lands. 
Thou  toowert  fentenc'dby  hisbarb'rous  Doom, 
And  dragg'd,  when  dead,  about  Patrodus  Tomb, 
His  \ovd  Patrocliis,  whom  thy  Hands  had  flain; 
And  yet  that  Cruelty  was  us'd  in  vain, 
Since  all  could  not  reftore  his  Life  again. 
Now  frefli  and  glowing,  even  in  Death,  thou  art, 
And  fair  as  he  who  fell  by  Phoebus  Dart. 

Here  weeping  Hecuba  her  Paffion  ftay'd. 
And  univerfal  Moan  again  was  made  ; 
When  Helen  s  Lamentation  hers  fupply'd. 
And  thus,  aloud,   that  [ditdil  Beauty  cry'd. 

H  E  L  E  N ' i  Lamentation. 

O  HeBor,  thou  wert  rooted  in  my  Heart, 
No  Brother  there  had  half  fo  large  a  Part : 
Not  lefs  than  twenty  Years  are  now  pafs'd  o'er 
Since  firfl  I  landed  on  the  Trojan  Shore  ; 
Since  I  with  Godlike  Paris  fled  from  Home ; 
(Would  I  had  dy'd  before  that  Day  had  come!) 
In  all  which  Time  (fo  gentle  was  thy  Mind) 
I  ne'er  could  charge  thee  with  a  Deed  unkind; 

S  2  Not 
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Not  one  untender  Word,  or  Look  of  Scorn, 
Which  I  too  often  have  from  others  born. 
But  you  from  their  Reproach  ftill  fet  me  free, 
And  kindly  have  reprov'd  their  Cruelty; 
If  by  my  Sifters,  or  the  Queen  revil'd, 
(For  the  good  King,  like  you,  was  ever  mild) 
Your  Kindnefs  ftill  has  all  my  Grief  beguifd. 
Even  in  Tears  let  me  your  Lofs  bemoan, 
Who  had  no  Friend  alive,  but  you  alone : 
All  will  reproach  me  now,  where'er  I  pafs. 
And  fly  with  Horror  from  my  hated  Face. 
This  faid  ;  fhe   wept,  and  the  vafl  Throng  was 

mov'd, 
And  with  a  gen'rous  Sigh  her  Grief  approv'd.   > 
When   Priam    (who   had    heard   the  mourning 

Crowd) 
Rofe  from  his  Seat,  and  thus  he  fpake  aloud. 

Ceafe  your  Lamentings,  Trojans,  for  a  while. 
And  fill  doion  Trees  to  build  a  Funral  Pile; 
Fear  not  an  Ambii/h  by  the  Grecians  laid, 
For  luith  Achilles  twelve  Days  Truce  I  made. 

He  fpake,  and  all  obey'd  as  with  one  Mind, 
Chariots  were  brought,   and  Mules  and  Oxen 

join'd ; 

Forth 
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Forth  from  the  City  all  the  People  went, 
And  nine  Days  Space  was  in  that  Labor  fpent ; 
The  tenth,  a  moft  ftupendous  Pile  they  made. 
And  on  the  Top  the  manly  HeBor  laid. 
Then  gave  it  Fire;  while  all,  with  weeping  Eyes, 
Beheld  the  rolling  Flames  and  Smoke  arife. 
All  Night  they  wept,  and  all  the  Night  it  burn'd; 
But  when  the  rofy  Morn  with  Day  return'd, 
About  the  Pile  the  thronging  People  came. 
And  with  black  Wine  quench'd  the  remaining 

Flame. 
His  Brothers  then,    and  Friends   fearch'd  ev'ry 

where. 
And  gath'ring  up  his  fnowy  Bones  with  Care, 
Wepto'er  'em;whenanUrnof  Goldwasbrought, 
Wrapt  in  foft  Purple  Palls,  and  richly  wrought. 
In  which  the  facred  AJlies  were  interr'd ; 
Then  o'er  his  Grave  a  Monument  theyrear'd. 
Mean    time,  ftrong  Guards  were  plac'd,    and 

carefol  Spies, 
To  watch  the  Grecians,  and  prevent  Surprife. 
The  Work  once  ended,  all  the  vaft  Refort 
Qf  mourning  People  went  to  Priam  ^  Court; 

S  3  There 
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There  they  refrefh'd  their  weary  Limbs  with  Reft, 
Ending  the  Fun'ral  with  a  folemn  Feafl. 

PARAPHRASE   upon  HORACE, 
ODE     XIX.     LIB.     I. 

Mater  Java  Cupidinum,  Sec. 
I. 

TH  E  Tyrant  Queen  of  foftDefires, 
With  the  refifllefs  Aid  of  fp rightly  Wine 
And  wanton  Eafe,  confpires 
To  make  my  Heart  its  Peace  refign. 
And  re-admit  Love's  long  rejected  Fires. 

For  beauteous  Glycera  I  burn, 
The  Flames  fo  long  repell'd  with  double  Force 

return: 
Matchlefs  her  Face  appears,  andfliinesmorebright 
Than  poliQi'd  Marble  when  refle^ling  Light; 
Her  very  Coynefs  warms; 
And  with  a  graceful  Sullennefs  flie  charms: 

Each  Look  darts  forth  a  thoufand  Rays, 
Whofe  Luftre  an  unwary  Sight  betrays, 
My  Eye-balls  fwim,and  I  grow  giddy  while  I  gaze, 

II.  She 
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II. 

She  comes!  flie  comes!  flie  ruflies  in  my  Veins! 
At  once  all  Venus  enters,  and  at  large  flie  reigns ! 
Cyprus  no  more  with  her  Abode  is  bleft, 
I  am  her  Palace,  and  her  Throne  my  Breqft. 
Of  Savage  Scythian  Arms  no  more  I  write. 
Or  Parthian  Archers,  who  in  flying  fight, 
And  make  rough  War  their  Sport; 
Such  idle  Themes  no  more  can  move. 
Nor  any  Thing  but  what's  of  high  Import: 

And  what's  of  high  Import,  but  Love? 
Vervain  and  Gums,  and  the  green  Turf  pre- 
pare; 
With  Wine  of  two  Years  old,  your  Cups  be 
fifl'd: 
After  our  Sacrifice  and  Pray'r, 
The  Goddefs  may  incline  her  Heart  to  yield. 


S4  STAJVZ^AS, 
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s    r  A    M   Z^  A    s. 

In  Imitation  of 

HORACE,   LIB.  11.    ODE  XIV. 

Eheu  Fugaces,  Pqfthume,  Pojlhume, 
Labuntur  Anni,  &:c. 

I. 

AH!  no,  'tis  all  in  vain,  believe  me  'tis, 
This  Pious  Artifice. 
Not  all  thefe  Pray'rs  and  Alms  can  buy 
One  Moment  tow'rd  ^/^^mz>y. 
Eternity  I  that  boundlefs  Race, 
Which  Time  himfelf  can  never  run: 
(Swift,  as  he  flies,  with  an  unweary'd  Pace,) 
Which,  when  ten  thoufand  thoufand  Years  arc 

done, 
Is  Hill  the  fame,  and  flill  to  be  begun. 

Fix'd  are  thofe  Limits,  which  prefcribe 
A  fhort  Extent  to  the  moft  lafling  Breath; 
And  though  thoucou'dft  for  Sacrifice  lay  down 
Millions  of  other  Lives  to  fave  thy  own, 

'Twere  fruitlefs  all;  not  all  would  bribe 
One  Supernumerary  Gafp  from  Death. 

IL  In 
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IL 

In  vain's  thy  inexhaufted  Store 

Of  Wealth,  in  vain  thyPow'r; 
Thy  Honors,  Titles,  all  muft  fail, 
Where  Piety  itfelf  can  nought  avail. 
The  Rich,  the  Great,  the  Innocent  andjuft, 

Mufl  all  be  huddled  to  the  Grave, 
With  the  moft  vile  and  ignominious  Slave, 
And  undiftinguifli'd  lie  in  Duft. 
In  vain  the  Fearful  flies  Alarms, 
In  vain  he  is  fecure  from  Wounds  of  Arms, 
In  vain  avoids  the  faithlefs  Seas, 
And  is  confin'd  to  Home  and  Eafe, 
Bounding  his  Knowledge  to  extend  his  Days. 

In  vain  are  all  thofe  Arts  we  try. 
All  ourEvafions,  and  Regret  to  die: 
From  the  Contagion  of  Mortality, 

No  Clime  is  pure,  no  Air  is  free : 
And  no  Retreat 
Is  fo  obfcure,  as  to  be  hid  from  Fate. 

III. 
Thou  muft,  alas!  thou  muft,  my  Friend; 
(The  very  Hour  thou  now  doft  fpend 
In  ftudying  to  avoid,  brings  on  thy  End) 

Thou 
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Thou  mufl  forego  the  dearefl  Joys  of  Life; 
Leave  the  warm  Bofom  of  thy  tender  Wife, 
And  all  the  much-lov'd  Offspring  of  her  Womb, 
To  moulder  in  the  cold  Embraces  of  a  Tomb. 
All  muft  be  left,  and  all  be  loft; 
ThyHoufe,whofeftatelyStru6lure  fo  muchcoft. 

Shall  not  afford 
Room  for  the  ftinking  Carcafs  of  its  Lord. 
Of  all  thy  pleafant  Gardens,  Grots  and  Bow'rs, 
Thy  coftly  Fruits,  thy  far-fetch'd  Plants  and 
Flow'rs, 

Nought  fhalt  thou  fave; 
Or  but  a  Sprig  of  Rofemary  fhalt  have,, 

To  wither  with  thee  in  the  Grave': 
The  reft  fhall  live  and  florifh,  to  upbraid 
Their  tranfitory  Mafter  Dead. 

IV. 
Then  fhall  thy  long-expe6ling  Heir, 
A  joyful  Mourning  wear: 
And  riot  in  the  Wafte  of  that  Eftate 
Which  thou  haft  taken  fo  much  Pains  to  get. 
All  thy  hid  Stores  he  fhall  unfold, 
And  fet  at  large  thy  captive  Gold. 

That 
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That  precious  Wine,  condemn'd  by  thee 
To  Vaults  andPrifons,  fhall  again  be  free: 
Bury'd  alive  tho'  now  it  lies. 

Again  fhall  rife, 
Again  its  fparkling  Surface  ftiow, 
And  free  as  Element,  profufely  flow. 
With  fuch  high  Food  he  fhall  fet  forth  his  Feafts, 
That  Cardinals  fhall  wifh  to  be  his  Guefts; 
And  pamper'd  Prelates  fee 
Themfelves  outdone  in  Luxury. 

In    IMITATION    of    HORACE. 

ODE     IX.     L  I   B.    I. 

Vides  ut  alta,  Sec. 

I. 

BLESS  me,  'tis  cold !  how  chill  the  Air! 
How  naked  does  the  World  appear! 
But  fee  (big  with  the  Offspring  of  the  North) 
The  teeming  Clouds  bring  forth: 
A  Show'r  of  foft  and  fleecy  Rain 
Falls,  to  new-clothe  the  Earth  again. 

Behold 
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Behold  the  Mountain  Tops,  around, 

As  if  with  Fur  of  Ermines  crown'd: 
And  lo!  how  by  Degrees 
The  univerfal  Mantle  hides  the  Trees, 

In  hoary  Flakes,  which  downward  fly, 
As  if  it  were  the  Autumn  of  the  Sky: 
Trembling,  the  Groves  fuftain  the  Weight,  and 
bow 

Like  aged  Limbs,  which  feebly  go 
Beneath  a  venerable  Head  of  Snow. 

IL 
Diff'ufive  Cold  does  the  whole  Earth  invade, 
Like  a  Difeafe,  through  all  its  Veins  'tisfpread. 
And  each  late  living  Stream  is  numb'd  and  dead. 
Let's  melt  the  frozen  Hours,  make  warm  the  Air; 
Let  chearful  Fire  Sols  feeble  Beams  repair; 

Fill  the  large  Bowl  with  fparkling  Wine ; 

Let's  drink,  'till  our  own  Faces  fhine, 
'Till  we  like  Suns  appear, 

To  light  and  warm  the  Hemifphere. 
Wine  can  difpenfe  to  all  both  Light  and  Heat, 

They  are  with  Wine  incorporate: 
That  pow'rfuljuice,  wi  thwhich  no  C  old  dares  mix 
Which  Itill  is  fluid,  and  no  Frofl:  can  fix; 

Let 
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K       Let  that  but  in  Abundance  flow, 

And  let  it  Storm  and  Thunder,  Hail  and  Snow, 
'Tis  Heav'n's  Concern;   and  let  it  be 
The  Care  of  Heaven  ftill  for  me  : 
Thefe  Winds,  which  rend  the  Oaks  and  plough 
the  Seas, 
Great  Jove  can,  if  he  pleafe, 
With  one  commanding  Nod  appeafe. 

IK. 
Seek  not  to  know  to  Morrow's  Doom; 
That  is  not  ours,  which  is  to  come. 
The  prefent  Moment's  all  our  Store: 
The  next,  fl:iould  Heav'n  allow. 
Then  this  will  be  no  more : 
So  all  our  Life  is  but  one  Inllant  Xow. 
Look  on  each  Day  you've  paft 
To  be  a  mighty  Treafure  won: 
And  lay  each  Moment  out  in  hafte; 
We're  fure  to  live  too  faft. 
And  cannot  live  too  foon. 
Youth  does  a  thoufand  Pleafures  bring, 
Which  from  decrepid  Age  will  fly; 
The  Flow'rs  that  florifli  in  the  Spring, 
In  Winter's  cold  Embraces  4ie. 

IV.  Now 
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IV. 

Now  Love,  that  everlafting  Boy,  invites 
To  revel,  while  you  may,  in  foft  Delights: 
Now  the  kind  Nymph  yields  all  her  Charms, 
Nor  yields  in  vain  to  youthful  Arms. 
Slowly  fhe  promifes  at  Night  to  meet. 
But  eagerly  prevents  the  Hour  with  fwifter  Feet. 
To  gloomy  Groves  and  Shades  obfcure  Ihe  flies, 
There  vails  the  bright  Confeffion  of  her  Eyes. 
Unwillingly  ftie  flays, 
Would  more  unwillingly  depart, 
And  in  foft  Sighs  conveys 
The  Whifpers  of  her  Heart. 
Still  fhe  invites  and  ftill  denies, 
And  vows  flie'll  leave  you  if  y'are  rude; 
Then  from  her  Raviflier  fhe  flies, 
But  flies  to  be  purfu'd: 
If  from  his  Sight  fhe  does  herfelf  convey, 
With  a  feign'd  Laugh  fhe  will  herfelf  betray. 
And  cunningly  inftrud  him  in  the  Way. 


S  ON  G< 
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S      O      N      G. 

I. 

ILook'd,  and  I  figh'd,  and  I  wifh'd  I  cou'd  fpeak. 
And  very  fain  would  have  been  at  her; 
But  when  I  ftrove  moft  my  great  Paffion  to  break. 
Still  then  I  faid  leafl  of  the  Matter. 

IL 
I  fwore  to  myfelf,  and  refolv'd  I  wou'd  try 

Some  Way  my  poor  Heart  to  recover; 
But  that  was  all  vain,  for  I  fooner  cou'd  die, 
Than  live  with  forbearing  to  love  her. 

III. 
Dea-vCcelia  be  kind  then ;  and  lince  your  own  Eyes 

By  Looks  can  command  Adoration, 
Give  mine  leave  to  talk  too,  and  do  not  defpife 
Thofe  Oglings  that  tell  you  my  Paffion. 

IV. 
We'll  look,  and  we'll  love,  and  tho'  neither  fhou'd 
fpeak, 
The  Pleafure  we'll  ftill  be  purfuing; 
Andfo,withoutWords,Idon'tdoubtwemaymake 
A  very  good  End  of  this  Wooing. 

THE 
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THE 

RECONCILIATION. 

RE  C  ITAT IVE. 

FAIR   Ccelia  Love  petended. 
And  nam'd  the  Myrtle  Bow'r, 
Where  Damon  long  attended 
Beyond  the  promis'd  Hour. 
At  length  impatient  growing 
Of  anxious  Expectation, 
His  Heart  with  Rage  o'erflowing, 
He  vented  thus  his  Paffion. 

ODE. 
To  all  the  Sex  deceitful, 

A  long  and  lafi  Adieu; 
Since  Women  prove  ungratefid 
As  oft  as  Men  prove  true. 
The  Pains  they  caufe  are  many. 

And  long  and  hard  to  hear. 
The  Joys  they  give  (if  any) 

Few,fhort,  and  unfincere. 

RE  C  ITAT  IVE, 
But  Calia  now  repenting 

Her  Breach  of  Aflignation^ 

Arriv'd 
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Arriv'd  with  Eyes  confenting 
And  fparkling  Inclination. 
Like  Cither ea  fmiling. 
She  blufh'd,  and  laid  his  Paffion; 
The  Shepherd  ceas'd  reviling, 
And  hing  this  Recantation. 

PAL  I  N  O  D  E. 
Hoiu  engaging,  hoiu  endearing, 

Is  a  Lover  s  Pain  and  Care! 
And  what  Joy  the  XympKs  appearing, 

After  Abfence  or  Dejpairl 
Women  wife  increafe  Defiring, 

By  contriving  kind  Delays; 
And  advancing,  or  retiring. 

All  they  mean  is  more  to  pleafe. 

ABSENCE. 

ALAS!  what  Pains,  what  racking  Thoughts 
he  proves, 
Who  lives  remov'd  from  her  he  dearefl  loves! 
In  cruel  Abfence  doom'd  pall  Joys  to  mourn. 
And  think  on  Hours  that  will  no  more  return. 
Oh!  let  me  ne'er  the  Pangs  of  Abfence  try. 
Save  me  from  Abfence,  Love,  or  let  me  die. 
Vol.  III.  T  SONG. 
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SON      G. 

A  L  S  E  though  fhe  be  to  me  and  Love, 
I'll  ne'er  purfue  Revenge; 
For  ftill  the  Charmer  I  approve, 

Tho'  I  deplore  her  Change. 
In  Hours  of  Blifs  we  oft  have  met. 

They  could  not  always  laft; 
And  though  the  prefent  I  regret, 
I'm  grateful  for  the  paft. 

SONG    in    DIALOGUE. 
For  T  W  O   W  O  M  E  N. 

I. 

ILove,  and  am  belov'd  again, 
Strephon  no  more  fhall  figh  in  vain; 
I've  try'd  his  Faith,  and  found  him  true, 
And  all  my  Coynefs  bid  adieu. 

2. 

I  love,  and  am  belov'd  again. 
Yet  jftill  my  Thyrfis  fhall  complain ; 

I'm 
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I'm  fure  he's  mine,  while  I  refufe  him, 
But  when  I  yield,  I  fear  to  lofe  him. 

1.  Men  will  grow  faint  with  tedious  Falling. 

2.  And  both  will  tire  with  often  Tafting, 
When  they  find  the  Blifs  not  lafting. 

1.  Love  is  complete  in  kind  Polfeffing. 

2.  Ah  no  !    ah  no  !    that  ends  the  Bleffing. 

Chorus    ofBoth. 
Then  let  us  beware  hoiv  far  we  confent, 
"Too  Joon  when  we  yield,  too  late  we  repent: 
Tis  Ignorance  makes  Men  admire; 
And  granting  Defire, 
We  feed  not  the  Fire, 
But  make  it  more  quickly  expire. 


SONG. 
I. 

TELL  me  no  more  I  am  deceiv'd, 
That  Cloes  falfe  and  common: 
I  always  knew  (at  leaft  believ'd) 
She  was  a  very  Woman ; 


T  2  As 
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As  fuch,  I  lik'd,  as  fuch,  carefs'cl. 
She  flill  was  conftant  when  poffefs'd. 

She  could  do  more  for  no  Man. 

II. 
But  oh  !    her  Thoughts  on  others  ran. 

And  that  you  think  a  hard  Thing ; 
Perhaps,  ftie  fancy'd  you  the  Man, 

And  what  care  I  one  Farthing? 
You  think  fhe's  falfe,  I'm  fure  fhe's  kind; 
I  take  her  Body,  you  her  Mind, 

Who  has  the  better  Bargain? 

THE 

PETITION. 

RANT  me,  gentle  Love,  faid  I, 
One  dear  Bleffing  ere  I  die; 
Long  I've  born  Excefs  of  Pain, 
Let  me  now  fome  Blifs  obtain. 

Thus  to  Almighty  Love  I  cry'd, 
When  angry,  thus  the  God  reply'd. 

Bleflings 
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Bleflings  greater  none  can  have. 
Art  thou  not  Amyntas  Slave? 
Ceafe,  fond  Mortal,  to  implore, 
For  Love,  Love  himfelf's  no  more. 


SON      G. 

L 

CRUEL  Amynta,  can  you  fee 
A  Heart  thus  torn  which  you  betray'd  ? 
Love  of  himfelf  ne'er  vanquifh'd  me. 

But  through  your  Eyes  the  Conqueft  made. 

IL 
In  Ambufh  there  the  Traitor  lay, 

Where  I  was  led  by  faithlefs  Smiles  : 
No  Wretches  are  fo  loft  as  they 
Whom  much  Security  beguiles. 


T3  SONG. 


294     POEMS  upon  fever al  Occajions, 

S      O      N      G. 
I. 

SEE,  fee,  flie  wakes,  Sahina  wakes  ! 
And  new  the  Sun  begins  to  rife; 
Lefs  glorious  is  the  Morn  that  breaks 

From  his  bright  Beams,  than  her  fair  Eyes, 

IL 
With  Light  united.  Day  they  give. 

But  different  Fates  ere  Night  fulfil : 
How  many  by  his  Warmth  will  live! 
How  many  will  her  Coldnefs  kill! 

Occafioned  onal^KTiYS  having  writ  Verses 
in  Commendation  of  a  Poem  which  was 
written  in  Praife  of  another  Lady. 

HA  R  D   is  the  Tafk,    and  bold  th'  adven- 
t'rous  Flight 
Of  Him,  who  dares  in  Praife  of  Beauty  write ; 
For  when  to  that  high  Theme  our  Thoughts 
afcend, 

'Tis  to  detract,  too  poorly  to  commend. 

And 


I 
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And  he,  who  praifing  Beauty,  does  no  Wrong, 
May  boaft  to  be  fuccefsful  in  his  Song. 
But  when  the  Fair  themfelves  approve  his  Lays, 
And  one  accepts,  and  one  vouchfafes  to  praife, 
His  wide  Ambition  knows  no  farther  Bound, 
Nor  can  his  Mufe  with  brighter  Fame  be  crown'd. 

EPIGRAM, 

Written  after  the  Deceafe  of  Mrs.  Arabella 
Hunt,  under  her  Picture  drawn  playing 
on  a  Lute, 

WERE   there   on  Earth  another  Voice 
like  thine, 
Another  Hand  fo  blefs'd  with  Skill  divine! 
The  late  affli6led  World  fome Hopes  might  have, 
And  Harmony  retrieve  thee  from  the  Grave. 


T4  SONG. 
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S      ON      G, 

I. 

PIOUS   Celinda  goes  to  Pray'rs, 
If  I  but  afk  the  Favor  ; 
And  yet  the  tender  Fool's  in  Tears, 
When  fhe  believes  I'll  leave  her. 

11. 
Wou'd  I  were  free  from  this  Reftraint, 

Or  elfe  had  Hopes  to  win  her; 
Wou'd  jQie  cou'd  make  of  me  a  Saint,  , 
Or  I  of  her  a  Sinner. 


A 

HYMN   to   HA  R  MO  Mr. 

In  Honor  of 

St.    CECILIA'S  Day,  MDCCI. 

Set  to  Mufic  by  Mr.  John  Eccles. 

I. 

O    Harmony,  to  thee  we  fing. 
To  thee  the  grateful  Tribute  bring 
Of  facred  Verfe,  and  fweet  refounding  Lays  ; 
Thy  Aid  invoking  while  thy  Pow'r  we  praife. 

All 
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All  Hail  to  thee 
All-pow'rful  Harmony  ! 
Wife  Nature  owns  thy  undifputed  Sway, 
Her  wondrous  Works  refigning  to  thy  Care ; 
The  planetary  Orbs  thy  Rule  obey, 
And  tuneful  roll,  unerring  in  their  Way, 
Thy  Voice  informing  each  melodious  Sphere. 
Chorus. 
All  Hail  to  thee 
All-powWful  YLdiVuionY  \ 

n. 

Thy  Voice,  O  Harmony,  with  awful  Sound 
Could  penetrate  th'  Abyfs  profound, 
Explore  the  Realms  of  ancient  Night, 

And  fearch  the  living  Source  of  unborn  Light. 
Confufion  heard  thy  Voice  and  fled, 

And  Chaos  deeper  plung'd  his  vanquifh'd  Head. 
Then  didft  thou.  Harmony,  give  Birth 
To  this  fair  Form  of  Heav'n  and  Earth  ; 
Then  all  thofe  fhining  Worlds  above 
In  myftic  Dance  began  to  move 

Around  the  radiant  Sphere  of  central  Fire, 

A  never  ceafmg,  never  filent  Choir. 

.  Chorus. 
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Chorus. 
Confiifwn  heard  thy  Voice  and  fled, 
And  Chaos  deeper  plung  d  his  vanquiflid  Head. 

III. 
Thou  only,  Goddefs,  firfl  could'fl  tell 
The  mighty  Charms  in  Numbers  found  , 
And  didft  to  heav'nly  Minds  reveal 
The  fecret  Force  of  tuneful  Sound. 
When  firfl  Cyllenius  form'd  the  Lyre, 

Thou  didft  the  God  infpire ; 
When  firfl  the  vocal  Shell  he  llrung. 
To  which  the  Mufes  fung : 
Then  firfl  the  Mufes  fung;    melodious   Strains 

Apollo  play'd, 
And  Mufic  firfl  begun  by  thy  aufpicious  Aid. 

Hark,  hark,  again  Urania  fings ! 
Again  Apollo  ftrikes  the  trembling  Strings  ! 
And  fee,  the  lift'ning  Deities  around 
Attend  infatiate,  and  devour  the  Sound. 
Chorus. 
Hark,  hark,  again  Ui3.nidi flngs ! 
Again  Apollo  Jirikes  the  trembling  Strings  I 
And  fee,  the  lifining  Deities  around 
Attend  infatiate,  and  devour  the  Sound. 

IV.  Defcend, 
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IV. 
Defcend,  Urania,  heav'nly  Fair ! 
To  the  Relief  of  this  afflicted  World  repair; 
See  how  with  various  Woes  opprefs'd. 
The  wretched  Race  of  Men  is  worn; 
Confum'dwithCares,withDoubtsdiftrefs'd, 
Or  by  conflicting  Paffions  torn. 
Reafon  in  vain  employs  her  Aid, 
The  furious  Will  on  Fancy  waits ; 
While  Reafon,  ftill  by  Hopes  or  Fears  betray'd, 
Too  late  advances  or  too  foon  retreats. 
Muiic  alone  with  fudden  Charms  can  bind 
The  wand' ring  Senfe,  and  calm   the   troubled 
Mind. 

Chorus. 
Mufic  alone  vjith  Judden  Charms  can  bind 
The  wandWing  Senfe,  and  calm  the  troubled  Mind. 

V. 
Begin  the  pow'rful  Song,  ye  facred  Nine, 
Your  Inflruments  and  Voices  join  ; 
Harmony,  Peace,  and  fweet  Defire, 
In  ev'ry  Breaft  infpire. 
Revive  the  melancholy  drooping  Heart, 
And  foft  Repofe  to  reftlefs  Thoughts  impart. 

Appeafe 
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Appeafe  the  wrathful  Mind, 
To  dire  Revenge  and  Death  inclin'd : 
With  balmy  Sounds  his  boiling  Blood  afTuage, 
And  melt  to  mild  Remorfe  his  burning  Rage. 
'Tis  done;  and  now  tumultuous  Paffions  ceafe; 

And  all  is  hufh'd,  and  all  is  Peace. 
The  weary  World  with  welcome  Eaf'e  is  blefs'd. 
By  Mufic  lull'd  to  pleafmg  Reft. 
Chorus. 
'Tis  done ;  and  now  tumultuous  Paffions  ceafe; 

And  all  is  hujh'd,  and  all  is  Peace. 
The  lueary  World  with  welcome  Eafe  is  blejsd. 
By  Mufic  lulled  to  pleafmg  Reft, 

VI. 
Ah,  fweet  Repofe,  too  foon  expiring! 
Ah,  foolifli  Man,  new  Toils  requiring  ! 
Curs'd  Ambition,  Strife  purfuing, 
Wakes  the  World  to  War  and  Ruin. 
See,  fee,  the  Battle  is  prepar'd ! 

Behold  the  Hero  comes  ! 
Loud  Trumpfets  with  fhrill  Fifes  are  heard  ; 
And  hoarfe  refounding  Drums. 
War,  with  difcordant  Notes  and  jarring  Noife, 
The  Harmony  of  Peace  deftroys. 

Chorus. 
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Chorus. 
War,  with  dijcordant  JVotes  and  jarring  JVoife, 
The  Harmony  of  Peace  dejiroys. 
VII. 
See  the  forfaken  Fair,  with  ftreaming  Eyes 
Her  parting  Lover  mourn  ; 
She  weeps,  fhe  fighs,  defpairs  and  dies, 
And  watchful  waftes  the  lonely  livelong  Nights, 

Bewailing  paft  Delights 
That  may  no  more,  no  never  more  return. 
O  footh  her  Cares 
With  fofteft,  fweeteft  Airs, 
'Till  Vidory  and  Peace  reftore 
Her  faithful  Lover  to  her  tender  Breaft, 
Within  her  folding  Arms  to  reft. 
Thence  never  to  be  parted  more. 
No  never  to  be  parted  more. 

Chorus. 
Let  Vidory  and  Peace  reftore 
Her  faithful  Lover  to  her  tender  Breajt, 
Within  her  folding  Arms  to  reft, 
Thence  never  to  he  parted  more, 
Ko  never  to  he  parted  more, 

VIII.  Enough, 
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VIII. 

Enough,  Urania,  heav'nly  Fair! 
Now  to  thy  native  Skies  repair. 
And  rule  again  the  ftarry  Sphere; 
Cecilia  comes,  with  holy  Rapture  fill'd, 

To  eafe  the  World  of  Care. 
Cecilia,  more  than  all  the  Mufes  Ckill'd! 
Pha.biis  himfelf  to  her  mufl  yield, 

And  at  her  Feet  lay  down 
His  Golden  Harp  and  Laurel  Crown. 
The  foft  enervate  Lyre  is  drown'd 
In  the  deep  Organ's  more  majeftic  Sound.     . 
In  Peals  the  fwelling  Notes  afcend  the  Skies ;  - 
Perpetual  Breath  the  fwelling  Notes  fupplies, 
And  lafting  as  her  Name, 
Who  form'd  the  tuneful  Frame, 
Th'  immortal  Mufic  never  dies. 
Grand  Chorus. 
Cecilia,  more  than  all  the  Mufes JkiWdl 
Phoebus  himfelf  to  her  mifl yield. 

And  at  her  Feet  lay  down 
His  Golden  Harp  and  Laurel  Crown. 
The  foft  enervate  Lyre  is  droiund 
Ln  the  deep  Organ  s  more  majefiic  Sound, 

In 
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In  Peals  the  Jioelling  JSfotes  afcend  the  Skies; 
Perpetual  Breath  the  Jioelling  JSfotes  fupplies, 
And  lofting  as  her  Name, 
Who  form  d  the  tuneful  Frame, 
Til  immortal  Mific  never  dies. 


VERSES 

To  the  Memory  of 

GRACE  Lady  GETHIN, 

Occafioned  by  reading  her  Book,  Entitled, 

RELIQ^UIAE    GETHIXIAXAE. 

AFT  E  R  a  painful  Life  in  Study  fpent. 
The  learn'd  themfelves   their  Ignorance 
lament; 
And  aged  Men,  whofe  Lives  exceed  the  Space 
Which  feems  the  Bound  prefcrib'd  to  mortal  Race, 
With  hoary  Heads,  their  fhort  Experience  grieve. 
As  doom'd  to  die  before  they've  learn'd  to  live. 
So  hard  it  is  true  Knowledge  to  attain, 
So  frail  is  Life,  and  fruitlefs  Human  Pain ! 

Whoe'er 


304     P  0  E  MS  upon  fever al  Occafions, 
Whoe'er  on  this  refle61s,  and  then  beholds, 
With  ftri6l  Attention,  what  this  Book  unfolds. 
With  Admiration  ftruck,  fhall  queftion.  Who 
So  very  long  could  live,  fo  much  to  know  ? 
For  fo  complete  the  finifh'd  Piece  appears. 
That  Learning  feems  combin'd  with  Length  of 

Years ; 
And  both  improv'd  by  pureft  Wit,   to  reach 
At  all  that  Study,  or  that  Time  can  teach. 
But  to  what  Height  muft  his  Amazement  rife ! 
When  having  read  the  Work,  he  turns  his  Eyes 
Again  to  view  the  foremoR  op'ning  Page, 
And  there  the  Beauty,  Sex,  and  tender  Age 
Of  her  beholds,  in  whofe  pure  Mind  arofe 
Th'  Ethereal  Source  from  whence  this  Current 

flows  ! 
When  Prodigies  appear,  our  Reafon  fails. 
And  Superftition  o'er  Philofophy  prevails. 
Some  heav'nly  Minifter  we  flraight  conclude, 
Some  Angel-Mind  with  Female  Form  endu'd, 
To  make  a  fhort  Abode  on  Earth,  was  fent, 
(Where  no  Perfection  can  be  permanent] 
And  having  left  her  bright  Example  here. 
Was  quick  recall'd,  and  bid  to  difappear. 

Whether 
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Whether  around  the  Throne,  eternal  Hymns 
She  fings,   amid  the  Choir  of  Seraphims; 
Or  fome  refulgent  Star  informs,  and  guides, 
Where  ftie,  the  blefs'd  InteUigence,  prefides; 
Is  not  for  us  to  know  who  here  remain; 
For  'twere  as  impious  to  enquire,  as  vain : 
And  all  we  ought,  or  can,  in  this  dark  State, 
Is,  what  we  have  admir'd,  to  imitate. 

E     P     I     T     A     P 


[7^0/2  Rob  E RT  Huntington,   0/"  Stan- 
ton  Harcourt,   EJq;  and  Robert    his 

Son. 


'^  I  ^  HIS  peaceful  Tomb  does  now  contain 

JL        Father  and  Son,   together  laid  ; 
Whofe  living  Virtues  fliall  remain, 

When  they,  and  this,  are  quite  decay 'd. 
What  Man  fhou'd  be,  to  Ripenefs  grown, 

And  finifh'd  Worth  fhould  do,  or  fhun, 
At  full  was  in  the  Father  ftiown  ; 

What  Youth  cou'd  promife,  in  the  Son. 

Vol.  hi.  U  But 
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But  Death  obdurate,  both  deflroy'd 
The  perfe^l  Fruit,  and  opening  Bud  : 

Firfl  feiz'd  thofe  Sweets  we  had  enjoy'd, 
Then  robb'd  us  of  the  coming  Good. 

T  O 

Mr.      D     R     r    D     E     M, 

ON     HIS 

TRANSLATION  of  PE  RSI  US, 

S  when  of  Old  heroic  Story  tells 
Of  Knights   imprifon'd  long  by  magic 
Spells, 
'Till  future  Time  the  deflin'd  Hero  fend, 
By  whom,  the  dire  Enchantment  is  to  end : 
Such  feems  this  Work,  and  fo  referv'd  for  thee, 
Thou  great  Revealer  of  dark  Poefy. 

Thofe fullen  Clouds,  which  have  forAges  paft. 
O'er  Perfius  too-long  fuff'ring  Mufe  been  calf, 
Difperfe,  and  fly  before  thy  facred  Pen, 
And,  in  their  Room,  bright  Tracks  of  Light  are 
feen. 

Sure 
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Sure  Phoebus  felf  thy  fwelling  Breaft  infpires. 
The  God  of  Mufic,  and  Poetic  Fires : 
Elfe, whence  proceeds  this  great  Surprife  of  Light! 
How  dawns  this  Day,  forth  from  the  Womb  of 
Night ! 

Our  Wonder,  now,  does  ourpafl  Folly  fhow, 
Vainly  contemning  what  we  did  not  know : 
So,  Unbelievers  impioufly  defpife 
The  facred  Oracles,  in  Myfteries. 
Perfius,  before,  in  fmall  Efteem  was  had, 
Unlefs,  what  to  Antiquity  is  paid; 
But  like  Apocrypha,  with  Scruple  read, 
(So  far,  our  Ignorance  our  Faith  milled) 
'Till  you,  Apollo^  darling  Prieft,  thought  fit 
To  place  it  in  the  Poet's  facred  Writ. 

As  Coin,  which  bears  fome  awful  Monarch's 
Face, 
For  more  than  its  intrinfic  Worth  will  pafs : 
So  your  bright  Image,  which  we  here  behold, 
Adds  Worth  to  Worth,  and  dignifies  the  Gold. 
To  you,  we  all  this  following  Treafure  owe, 
This  Hippocrene,  which  from  a  Rock  did  flow. 

Old  Stoic  Virtue,  clad  in  rugged  Lines, 
Polifh'd  by  you,  in  Modern  Brilliant  fhines  : 

U  2  •  And 
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And  as  before,  for  Perfius,  our  Efteem 
To  his  Antiquity  was  paid,  not  him : 
So  now,  whatever  Praife  from  us  is  due, 
Belongs  not  to  Old  Perfius,  but  the  New.    . 
For  ftill  obfcure,  to  us  no  Light  he  gives ; 
Dead  in  himfelf,  in  you  alone  he  lives. 

So,  ftubborn  Flints  their  inward  Heat  conceal, 
'Till  Art  and  Force  th' unwilling  Sparks  reveal; 
But  thro'yourSkill, from  thofefmallSeeds  ofFire, 
Bright  Flames  arife,  which  never  can  expire. 

THE     ELEVENTH 

SATIRE  of  J  UVE  NA  L. 

The     ARGUMENT. 

The  Dejign  of  this  Satire  is  to  expoje  and  reprehend  all  Manner  of 
Intemperance  and  Debauchery ;  but  more  particularly  that  exorbi- 
tant Luxury  ufed  by  the  Romans,  in  their  Feajling.  The  Poet 
draws  the  Occajion  from  an  Invitation^  which  he  here  makes  to  his 
Friend,  to  dine  with  him;  very  ar fully  preparing  him,  with  luhat 
he  was  to  expeB  from  his  Treat,  by  beginning  the  Satire  with  a 
particular  InveBive  againft  the  Vanity  and  Folly  offome  Perfons^ 
who  having  but  meaji  Fortunes  in  the  World,  attempted  to  live  up 
to  the  Height  of  Men  of  great  Eflates  and  Quality.  He  flwws 
us,  the  miferable  End  of fuch  Spendthrifts  and  Gluttons;  with  the 
Manner  and  Courfes,  which  they  took  to  bring  themf elves  to  it;  ad- 

•  vi/ing 
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vijing  Men  to  live  within  Bounds,  and  to  proportion  their  Inclina- 
tions to  the  Extent  oj  their  Fortune.  He  gives  his  Friend  a  Bill  of 
Fare,  of  the  Entertainment  he  has  provided  for  him;  and  from 
thence  he  takes  Occafion  to  reflect  upon  the  Tempera^ice  and  Fru- 
gality of  the  greatefl  Men,  in  former  Ages:  To  which  he  oppofes 
the  Riot  and  Intemperance  of  the  prefent;  attributing  to  the  latter  a 
vifibk  Remiffncfs  in  the  Care  of  Heave?!  over  the  Roman  State. 
He  injiances  foms  lewd  Practices  at  their  Feajts,  and  by  the  by, 
touches  the  jYobility,  with  making  Vice  and  Debauchery  conffl  with 
their  principal  Pleafures.  He  concludes  with  a  repeated  Invita- 
tion  to  his  Friend;  advifing  him  (in  one  Particular  fomewhat  fee^ 
fy)  to  a  KegleEl  of  all  Cares  and  Difquiets,  for  the  prefent; 
and  a  moderate  Ufe  of  Pleafures,  for  theftture. 

IF  Noble  '  Atticus  make  fplendid  Feafts, 
And  with  expenfiveFood  indulge  his  Guefts  ; 
His  Wealth  and  Quality  fupport  the  Treat : 
Nor  is  it  Luxury  in  him,  but  State. 
But  when  poor  ^  Rutilus  fpends  all  he's  worth, 
In  Hopes  of  fetting  one  good  Dinner  forth  ; 
'Tis  downright  Madnefs ;  for  what  greater  Jejis, 
Than  Begging  Gluttons,  or  than  Beggars  Feajis  ? 

But  Rutilus  is  now  notorious  grown, 
Andproves  thecommonThemeof  all  theTown*^ 

A  Man,  in  his  full  Tide  of  youthful  Blood, 
Able  for  Arms,  and  for  his  Country's  Good  j 
Urg'd^by  no  Pow'r,  reftrain'd  by  no  Advice, 
But  following  his  own  inglorious  Choice: 

iU3  'Mongft 
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'Mongft  common  Fencers,  pra6lifes  the  Trade, 
That  End  debafmg,  for  which  Jr;7Z5were  made; 
Arms,  which  to  Man  ne'er-dying  Fame  afford, 
But  his  Difgrace  is  owing  to  his  Sword. 
Many  there  are  of  the  fame  ""^  wretched  Kind, 
Whom  their  defpairing  Creditors,  may  find 
Lurking  in  Shambles ;  where  withborrow'd  Coin 
They  buy  choiceMeats,andincheap  Plenty  dine; 
Such,  whofe  fole  Blifs  is  Eating ;  who  can  give 
But  that  one  brutal  Reafon  why  they  live. 
And  yet,  what's  more  ridiculous,   of  thefe. 
The  pooreft  Wretch,  is  ftillmofl;  hard  to  pleafe; 
And  he  whofe  thin  tranfparent  Rags  declare 
How  much  his  tatter'd  Fortune  wants  Repair, 
Wou'd  ranfac  ev'ry  Element,  for  Choice 
Of  ev'ry  Fifh  and  Fowl,  at  any  Price  ; 
If,  brought  from  far,  it  very  dear  has  coft, 
It  has  a  Flavor  then,  which  pleafes  moft, 
And  he  devours  it  with  a  greater  Gufl. 

In  Riot  thus,  while  Money  lafts,  he  lives, 
And  that  exhaufted,  flill  new  Pledges  gives ; 
Till  forc'd  of  mere  Neceflity,  to  eat. 
He  comes  to  pawn  his  DiOi,  to  buy  his  Meat. 


Nothing 
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Nothing  of  Silver,  or  of  Gold  he  fpares, 
Not  what  his  Mother's  facred  Image  bears  ; 
The  broken^  Relic,  he  with  Speed  devours. 
As  he  wou'd  all  the  refl  of 's  Anceftors, 
If  wrought  in  Gold,  or  if  expos'd  to  Sale, 
They'd  pay  the  Price  of  one  Luxurious  Meal. 
Thus  certain  Ruin  treads  upon  his  Heels, 
The  Stings  of  Hunger,  foon,  and  Want  he  feels; 
And   thus  is  he  reduc'd  at  length,  to  ferve    ' 
Fencers,  for  miferable  Scraps,  or  flarve. 

Imagine  now,  you  fee  a  plenteous  Feaft: 
The  Queftion  is,  at  whofe  Expence  'tis  drefs'd. 
In  great  ^  Ventidius^  we  the  Bounty  prize  ; 
In  Rutilus,  the  Vanity  defpife. 
Strange  Ignorance!    That   the  fame  Man,  who 

knows 
Howfar  yond'  Mountabove  this  Molehill ftiows, 
Shou'd  not  perceive  a  Difference  as  great, 
Between  fmall  Incomes,  and  a  vaft  Eftate  ! 
From  Heav'n,  to  Mortals,   fure,  that  Rule  was 

fent. 
Of  Know  thyjelf,  and  by  fome  God  was  meant 
To  be  our  never-erring  Pilot  here. 
Through  all  the  various  Gourfes  which  wefteer. 

U  4  Therfites, 
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"Therfites,"' x}i\o   the  moft  prefumptuous  Greek, 
Yet  durfl;  not  for  Aclnlles  Armor  fpeak  ;    ■ 
When  [cRYce^UliiJes  had  a  good  Pretence, 
With  all  th'  Advantage  of  his  Eloquence. 
Whoe'er  attempts  weak  Gaufes  to  fupport, 
Ought  to  be  very  fure  he's  able  for't ; 
And  not  miftake  ftrong  Lungs  and  Impudence, 
.    For  Harmony  of  Words,  and  Force  of  Senfe  : 
Fools  only  make  Attempts  beyond  their  Skill; 
A  Wije  Mans  Powrs  the  Limit  of.his  Will. 

If  Fortune  has  a  Niggard  been  to  thee, 
Devote  thyfelf  to  Thrift,  not  Luxury; 
And  wifely  make  that  Kind  of  Food  thy  Choice, 
To  which  Neceffity  confines  thy  Price. 
Well  may  they  fear  fome  miferable  End, 
Whom  Gluttony  and  Want,  at  once  attend  ; 
Whofe  large  voracious  Throats  have  fwallow'd 

All, 
Both  Land  and  Stock,  Int'reft  and  Principal: 
Well  may  they  fear,  at  length,  vile  ^Pollio's  Fate, 
Who  fold  his  very  Ring,  to  purchafe  Meat ; 
And  tho'  a  Knight,  'mongfl;  common  Slaves  now 

ftands, 
Begging  an  Alms,  with  undiflinguifh'd  Hands. 

Sure 
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Sure  fudden  Death  to  fuch  fhou'd  welcome  be, 
On  whom,  each  a.dded  Year  heaps  Mifery, 
Scorn,  Poverty,  Reproach  and  Infamy. 
But  there  are  Steps  in  Villany,  which  thefe 
Obferve  to  tread  and  follow,  by  Degrees. 
Money  they  borrow,  and  from  all  that  lend. 
Which,  never  meaning  to  reRore,  they  fpend ; 
But  that  and  their  fmall  Stock  of  Credit  gone. 
Left  Ro?ne  fliould  grow  too  warm,  from  thence 

they  run : 
For  of  late  Years  'tis  no  more  Scandal  grown. 
For  Debt  and  Roguery  to  quit  the  Town, 
Than  in  the  midft  of  Summer's  fcorching  Heat, 
From  Crowds,  and  Noife,  and  Bufmefs  to  re- 
treat. 
One  only  Grief  fuch  Fugitives  can  find  ; 
Refle6ling  on  the  Pleafures  left  behind  ; 
The  Plays  and  loofe  Diverfions  of  the  Place ; 
But  not  one  Blufh  appears  for  the  Difgrace. 
Ne'er  was  of  Modefty  fo  great  a  Dearth, 
J^hat  out  of  Count' nance  Virtue  s  fled  from  Earth; 
Baffled,  expos'd  to  Ridicule  and  Scorn, 
She's  with  ^^Afircea  gone,  not  to  return. 

This 
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This  Day,  my  "  Perficus,  thou  fhalt  perceive 
Whether,  myfelf  I  keep  thofe  Rules  I  give, 
Or  elfe,  an  unfufpe&d  Glutton  Hve; 
If  mod'rate  Fare  and  Abftinence,  I  prize 
In  pubHc,  yet  in  private  gormandife. 
£vanders  '"  Feaft  reviv'd,  to  Day  thou'lt  fee* 
The  poor  Evander,  I,  and  thou  fhalt  be 
Alcides  '^  and  AEneas  both  to  me. 
Mean  time,  I  fend  you  now  your  Bill  of  Fare ; 
Be  not  furpris'd,  that  'tis  all  homely  Cheer: 
For  Nothing  from  the  Shambles  I  provide, 
But  from  my  own  fmall  Farm,  the  tend'reft  Kid 
And  fatteft  of  my  Flock,  a  Suckling  yet. 
That  ne'er  hadNourifhment,  but  from  the  Teat* 
No  bitter  Willow-tops  have  been  its  Food, 
Scarce  Grafs;   its  Veins  have  more  of  Milk  than 

Blood. 
Next  that,  ftiall  Mountain  Sparagus  be  laid, . 
Pull'dby  fome  plain,  but  cleanly  Country-Maid. 
The  largeft  Eggs,  yet  warm  within  the  Nell, 
Together  with  the  Hens  which  laid  'em,  drefl; 
Clufters  of  Grapes,  preferv'd  for  half  a  Year, 
Which,  plump  and  frefli  as  on  the  Vines  appear; 

Apples 
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Apples  of  a  ripe  Flavor,  frefh  and  fair ; 
Mixt  with  the  Syrian  and  the  Signian  Pear, 
Mellow'd  by  Winter,  from  their  cruder  Juice, 
Light  of  Digeftion  now,  and  fit  for  Ufe. 

Such  Food  as  this,  wou'd  have  been  heretofore 
Accounted  Riot,  in  a  Senator: 
When  the  good  ''*  Curius  thought  it  no  Difgrace, 
'    With  his  own  Hands,  a  few  fmall  Herbs  to  drefs; 
And  from  his  little  Garden  cull'd  a  Feaft, 
Which  fetter'd  Slaves  wou'd  now  difdain  to  tafle; 
For  fcarce  a  Slave  but  has  to  Dinner  now. 
The  well-drefs'd  '^  Paps  of  a  fat  pregnant  Sow. 
But  heretofore'twas  thought  a  fumptuous  Treat, 
On  Birth-Days,  Feftivals,  or  Days  of  State ; 
A  fait,  dry  Flitch  of  Bacon  to  prepare: 
If  they  had  frefh  Meat,  'twas  delicious  Fare! 
Which  rarely  happen'd  :  And  'twas  highly  priz'd 
If '^  aught  was  left  of  what  they  facrific'd. 
To  Entertainments  of  this  Kind,  wou'd  come 
The  Worthieft  and  the  Greateft  Men  in  Rome; 
Nay,  feldom  any  at  fuch  Treats  were  feen, 
But  thofe  who  had  at  leaft  thrice  '^  Confuls  been; 
Or  the  '^  Dilators  Office  had  difcharg  d, 
And  now  from  Honorable  Toil  enlarg'd, 

Retir'd 
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Retir'd  to  hufband  and  manure  their  Land, 
Humbling  themfelves  to  thofe  they  might  com- 
mand. 
Then  mighty'have  feen  the  good  old  Gen'ral  hafte, 
Before  th'  appointed  '^  Hour  to  fuch  a  Feaft; 
His  Spade  aloft,  as  'twere  in  Triumph  held, 
Proud  of  the  Conqueft  of  Tome  ftubborn  Field. 
'Twas  then,  when  pious  Conjuls  bore  the  Sway, 
And  Vice  difcourag'd,  pale  and  trembling  lay. 
Our  ^°  Cenfors  then  were  fubjec^  to  the  Law, 
Evn  PowW  ifjelf,  of  Jiijiice  Jtood  in  Awe. 
It  was  not  then,  a  Roman  ^  anxious  Thought, 
Where  largeft  Tortoife-Shells  were  to  be  bought. 
Where  Pearls  might  of  the  greateft  Price behad, 
And  fhining  Jewels  to  adorn  his  *'  Bed, 
That  he  at  vafl  Expence  might  loll  his  Head. 
Plain  was  his  Couch,  and  only  rich  his  Mind; 
Contentedly  he  flept,  as  cheaply  as  he  din'd. 
The  Soldier  then,  in  "  Grecian  Arts  unlkill'd. 
Returning  rich  with  Plunder,  from  the  Field : 
If  Cups  of  Silver,  or  of  Gold  he  brought. 
With  Jewels  fet,  and  exquifitely  wrought, 


To 
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To    glorious   Trappings   flraight    the  Plate  he 

turn'd, 
And  with  the  glitt'ring  Spoil  his  Horfe  adorn'd; 
Or  elfe  a  Helmet  for  himfelf  he  made. 
Where  various  warlike  Figures  were  inlaid: 
The  Roman  Wolf,  fuckling  the  ^^  Twins  was  there, 
And M(2?^jhimfelf,arm'd with  his  Shield  and  Spear, 
Hov'ring  above  his  Creft,  did  dreadful  fhow% 
As  threat'ning  Death  to  each  rehfting  Foe. 
No  life  of  Silver,  but  in  Arms  was  known. 
Splendid  they  were  in  War,  and  there  alone. 
No  Side-boards   then,  with   gilded  Plate  were 

drefs'd. 
No  fweating  Slaves,  with  maffive  Difliesprefs'd; 
Expenfive  Riot  was  not  underftood. 
But  Earthern  Platters  held  their  homely  Food. 
Who  wou'd  not  envy  them  that  Age  of  Blifs, 
That  fees  with  Shame  the  Luxury oi ^his? 
Heaven  unwearied  then,  did  BleJJings  pour, 
And  pitying  Jove  foretold  each  dangrous  Hour; 
Mankind  luere  then  familiar  with  the  God, 
He  fnuff'd  their  Incenfe  with  a  gracious  Kod; 
And  woud  have  f till  been  bounteous,  as  of  Old, 
Had  we  not  left  him  for  that  Idol,  Gold. 

His 
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His  Golden  '^  Statues,  hence  the  God  have  drivn : 
For  well  he  knoxvs,  where  our  Devotion  s  givn, 
'lis  Gold  we  luorjliip,  though  we  pray  to  Heavn. 
Woods  of  our  own  afforded  Tables  then, 
Tho'  none  can  pleafe  us  now  but  from  Japan, 
Invite  my  Lord  to  Dine,  and  let  him  have 
The  niceft  Difh  his  Appetite  can  crave ; 
But  let  it  on  an  Oaken  Board  be  fet. 
His  Lordfhip  will  grow  fick,  and  cannot  eat: 
Something's  amifs,  he  knows  not  what  to  think, 
Either  your  Venfons  Rank,  or  ^^  Ointments  flink. 
Order  fome  other  Table  to  be  brought. 
Something,  at  great  Expence  in  India  bought, 
Beneath  whofe  Orb,   large  yawning  Panthers  lie, 
Carv'd  on  rich Pedeftals  of  ^^  Ivory: 
He  finds  no  more  of  that  offenfive  Smell, 
The  Meat  recovers,  and  my  Lord  grows  welL 
An  Iv'ry  Table  is  a  certain  Whet; 
You  would  not  think  how  heartily  he'll  eat. 
As  if  new  Vigor  to  his  Teeth  were  fent, 
By  Sympathy  from  thofe  o'  th'  Elephant, 

But  fuch  fine  Feeders  are  no  Guefls  for  me : 
Riot  agrees  not  with  Frugality. 
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Then,  that  unfafhionable  Man  am  I, 
With  me  they'd  flarve,  for  want  of  Ivory: 
For  not  one  Inch  does  my  whole  Houfe  afford. 
Not  in  my  very  Tables,  or  Chefs-board; 
Of  Bone,  the  Handles  of  my  Knives  are  made. 
Yet  no  ill  Tafte  from  thence  affects  the  Blade, 
Or  what  I  carve  ;   nor  is  there  ever  left 
Any  unfav'ry  Haut-gout  from  the  Haft. 

A  hearty  Welcome,  to  plain  wholefome  Meat, 
.  You'll  find,  but  ferv'd  up  in  no  formal  State; 
No  Sew'rs,  nor  dextrous  Carvers  have  I  got. 
Such  as  by  {kilful  ^'^Trypherus  are  taught: 
In  whofe  fam'd  Schools  the  various  Forms  ap- 
pear 
Of  Fiflies,  Beafts,  and  all  the  Fowls  o'  th'  Air; 
And  where,   with  blunted  Knives,  his  Scholars 

learn 
How  to  dilfec^:,  and  the  nice  Joints  difcern; 
While  all  the  Neighb'rhood  are  with  Noife  op- 

prefs'd. 
From  the  harfh  Carving  of  his  wooden  Feajt. 
On  me  attends  a  raw  unfkilful  Lad, 
On  Fragments  fed,  in  homely  Garments  clad, 
At  once  my  Carver  and  my  ^^  Ganymede; 

With 
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With  Diligence  he'll  ferve  us  while  we  Dine, 
And  in  plain  Beechen  Veflels  fill  our  Wine. 
No  beauteous  Boys  I  keep,  from  ^9 p/^jjg-/^|3j-ought. 
No  Catamites,  by  fhameful  Pandars  taught : 
Only  to  me  two  home-bred  Youths  belong, 
Unfkiil'd  in  any  but  their  Mother-Tongue ; 
Alike  in  Feature  both,  and  Garb  appear, 
With  honeft  Faces,  though  with  uncurl'd  Hair. 
This  Day  thou  fhalt  my  Rural  Pages  fee. 
For  I  have  dreft  em  both  to  wait  on  thee. 
Of  Country  Swains  they  both  were  born,  and  one 
My  Ploughman  s  is,  t'other  my  Shepherd' ?>  Son; 
A  chearful  Sweetnefs  in  his  Looks  he  has. 
And  Innocence  unartful  in  his  Face  : 
Tho'  fometimes  Sadnefs  will  o'ercaft  the  Joy, 
And  gentle  Sighs  break  from  the  tender  Boy; 
His  Abfence  from  his  Mother,  oft  he'll  mourn. 
And  with  his  Eyes  look  Wiflies  to  return. 
Longing  to  fee  his  tender  Kids  again. 
And  feed  his  Lambs  upon  the  flow'ry  Plain : 
A  modeft  Blufh  he  wears,  not  form'd  by  Art, 
Free  from  Deceit  his  Face,  and  full  as  free  his 
Heart. 

Such 
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SuchLooks,  fuch  Baflifulnefs,  might  well  adorn 
The  Cheeks  of  Youths  that  are  more  nobly 

born, 

But  Noblemen  thofe  humble  Graces  fcorn.      -^ 
This  Youth,  to  Day  {hall  my  hnall  Treat  attend, 
And  only  he  with  Wine  fliall  ferve  my  Friend, 
With  Wine  from  his  ownCountry  brought, and 

made 
From  the  fame  Vines,  beneath  whofe  fruitful  >- 

Shade 
He  and  his  wanton  Kids  have  often  play'd. 
But  you,  perhaps,  expe6l  a  modifh  Feaft, 
Witham'rous  Songs  and 3°  wanton  Dances  grac'd; 
Where  fprightly  Females,  to  the  Middle  bare. 
Trip  lightly  o'er  the  Ground,  and  frifk  in  Air; 
Whofe  pliant  Limbs  in  various  Foftures  move. 
And  twine  and  bound,  as  in  the  Rage  of  Love. 
Such  Sights,  the  languid  Nerves  to  A6lion  flir. 
And  jaded  Luft  fprings  forward  with  this  Spur. 
Virtue  2'  would  fhrink  to  hear  this  Lewdnefs  told, 
Which  Hufbands,   now,    do  with  their  Wives 

behold ; 
A  needful  Help,  to  make  'em  both  approve 
The  dry  Embraces  of  long-wedded  Love. 

Vol.  HL  X  In 
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In  Nuptial  Cinders,  this  revives  the  Fire, 
And  turns  their  mutual  Loathing  to  Defire. 
But  fhe,  who  by  her  Sex's  Charter,  muft 
Have  double  Pleafure  paid,  feels  double  Lull; 
Apace  fhe  warms,  with  an  immod'rate  Heat, 
Strongly  her  Bofora  heaves,  and  Pulfes  beat; 
With  glowing  Cheeks,  and  trembling  Lips  (he 

lies, 
With  Arms  expanded,  and  with  naked  Thighs, 
Sucking  in  Paffion  both  at  Ears  and  Eyes. 
But  this  becomes  not  me,  nor  my  Eflate; 
Thefe  are  the  vicious  Follies  of  the  Great. 
Let  him  who  does  on  Iv'ry  Tables  dine, 
Whofe  Marble  Floors,  with  drunken  Spawlings 

fliine; 
Let  him  lafcivious  Songs  and  Dances  have. 
Which,  or  to  fee,  or  hear,  the  lewdeft  Slave, 
The  vilefl  Proftitute  in  all  the  Stews, 
With  bafhful  Indignation  wou'd  refufe. 
But  Fortune  there  extenuates  the  Crime; 
What's  Vice  in  me,  is  only  Mirth  in  him: 
The  Fruits  which  Murder,  Cards,  or  Dice  afford, 
A  Vejial  raviih'd,  or  a  Matron  whor'd, 
Are  laudable  Diverfions  in  a  Lord. 

But 
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But  my  poor  Entertainment  is  defign'd 
T 'afford  you  Pleafures  of  another  Kind  : 
Yet  with  your  Tafte  your  Hearing  fiiall  be  fed, 
And  Homer  ^  facred  Lines,  and  Virgil's  read; 
Either  of  whom  does  all  Mankind  excel, 
Tho'  which  exceeds  the  other,  none  can  tell. 
It  matters  not  with  what  ill  Tone  they're  fung, 
Verfe  fo  fublimely  good,  no  Voice  can  wrong. 

Now  then  be  all  thy  weighty  Cares  away, 
Thy  Jealoufies  and  Fears,  and  while  you  may, 
To  Peace  and  foft  Repofe,  give  all  the  Day. 
From  Thoughts  of  Debt,  or  any  worldly  111 
Be  free,  be  all  uneafy  Paiiions  ftill. 
What  tho'  thy  Wife  do  with  the  Morning  Light, 
(When  thou  in  vain  haft  toil'd  and  drudg'd  all 

Night) 
Steal  from  thy  Bed  and  Houfe,  abroad  to  roam, 
And  having  quench'd  her  Flame,  come  breath- 

lefs  home, 
Fleck'd  in  her  Face,  and  with  diforder'd  Hair, 
Her  Garments  ruffled,  and  her  Bofom  bare; 
With  Ears  ftill  tingling,  and  her  Eyes  on  fire, 
Half  drown'd  in  Sin,  ftill  burning  in  Defire: 

X  2  Whilft 
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Whilft  you  are  forc'd  to  wink,  and  feem  content, 
Swelling  with  Paffion,  which  you  dare  not  vent; 
Nay,  if  you  wou'd  be  free  from  Night-alarms, 
You  muftfeem  fond,  and  doting  on  her  Charms, 
Take  her  (the  lafl  of  Twenty)  to  your  Arms. 

Let  this,  and  ev'ry  other  anxious  Thought, 
At  th' Entrance  of  my  Threfhold  be  forgot; 
All  thy  Domeftic  Griefs  at  Home  be  left, 
The  Wife's  Adult'ry,  with  the  Servants'  Theft; 
And  (the  moft  racking  Thought,  which  can  in- 
trude) 
Forget  falfe  Friends  and  their  Ingratitude. 

Let  us  our  peaceful  Mirth  at  Home  begin. 
While  3^  Megalejifian  Shows  are  in  the  ^3  Circus  feen: 
There  (to  the  Bane  of  Horfes)  in  high  State 
The  34  Prcetor  fits  on  a  Triumphal  Seat; 
Vainly  with  Enfigns,  and  with  Robes  adorn'd, 
As  if  with  Conqueft,  from  the  Wars  return'd. 
This  Day  all  Rome,  (if  I  may  be  allow'd, 
Without  Offence  to  fuch  a  num'rous  Crowd, 
To  fay  all  Rome)  will  in  the  Circus  fweat; 
Echos  already  do  their  Shouts  repeat: 
Methinks  I  hear  the  Cry — Away,  away. 
The  '^  Green  have  won  the  Honor  of  the  Day. 

Oh, 
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Oh,  fhould  thefe  Sports  be  but  one  Year  for^ 
born, 
Rome  would  in  Tears  her  lov'd  Diverfion  mourn ; 
For  that  would  now  a  Caufe  of  ^^  Sorrow  yield, 
Great  as  the  Lofs  of  ^^  Cannae  fatal  Field. 
Such  Shows  as  thefe,  were  not  for  us  defign'd, 
But  vig'rous  Youth  to  adive  Sports  inclin'd. 
On  Beds  of  Rojes  laid,  let  us  repofe. 
While  round ourHeads  refrefliingOm^m^TZ^ flows; 
Our  aged  Limbs  we'll  bafk  in  Phoebus  Rays, 
And  live  this  Day  devoted  to  our  Eafe. 
Early  to  Day  we'll  to  the  Bath  repair. 
Nor  need  we  now  the  common  3^  Cenfure  fear: 
On  Fejiivals,  it  is  allow'd  no  Crime 
To  Bathe,  and  Eat,  before  the  ufual  Time ; 
But  that  continu'd,  wou'd  a  Loathing  give, 
Nor  could  you  thus  a  Week  together  live: 
For,  frequent  life  would  the  Delight  exclude : 
Pleafures  a  Toil,  when  conjiantly  purficd. 


X  3  Explana- 
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Explanatory  NOTES  on  the  foregoing 

SATIRE. 

I   A    TTICUS.     The  Name  of  a  very  eminent 
m\.  Per/on  in  Rome :   But  here  it  is  meant  tofig- 
nify  any  one  oj  great  Wealth  and  Quality. 

2  Rutilus.  One  who  by  his  own  extravagant  Glut- 
tony, was  at  length  reduced  to  the  mojt  Jliamejul  De- 
gree of  Poverty.  This,  likeiuife,  is  here  made  ufe  of, 
as  a  common  Name  to  all  Beggarly  Gluttons,  Juch  whofe 
unreafonahle  Appetites  remain  after  their  Eftates  are 
confimed. 

3  Urg'd  by  no  Power,  reftrain'dby  no  Advice. 
Sometimes  Perfons  were  compelled,  by  the  Tyranny  of 
Nero,  to  pradife  the  Trade  of  Fencing,  and  to  fight 
upon  the  Stage,  for  his  inhuman  Diverfion;  other- 
wife,  feldom  any  but  common  Slaves  or  condemn  d  Ma- 
lefactors were  fo  employed:  Which  made  it  the  greater 
RefleBion  on  any  Per  [on,  who  either  voluntarily,   or 

f or cect  by  his  own  Extravagance,  for  a  Livelihood  (like 
Rutilus)  applied  himfelf  to  that  wretched  Trade, 
Rellrain'd  by  no  Advice. 
Hinting,  that  though  he  vjas  not  compelled  to  Juch  a 
PraBice  of  Fencing;   yet  it  to  as  a  Sha7ne  that  he  to  as 
fuffered  to  undertake  it,  and  not  advifed,  or  commanded  . 
by  the  Magifiracy,  to  the  contrary. 

4  Of  the  fame  wretched  Kind,  viz. 
Reduced  to  Poverty  by  riotous  living. 

5  The 
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5  The  broken  Relic. 

Broken,  or  defaced ;  that  it  might  not  be  difcovered  to 
be  his  Mother  s  PiBure,  when  expofed  to  Sale. 

6  Ventidius.  A  nobleRom.d.n,iuho lived Hofpitably. 

7  Therfites.  An  Impudent,  Deformed,  Ill-Tongued 
Fellow  (as  Homer  defcrihes  him,  Iliad  2.)  who  ac- 
companied the  Grecian  Army  to  the  Siege  o/Troy; 
where  he  took  a  Privilege  often  to  rail  and  fnarl  at 
the  Commandeers.      Sorne  relate,  that  at  lafl  Achilles, 

for  his  Saucinefs,  killed  him  with  a  Blow  of  his  Fifl. 
Therefore  we  are  not  to  under/land  Juvenal,  here, 
as  relating  a  Matter  of  Fact;  but  Therfites  is  ifed 
here,  tofignify  any  Body  of  the  fame  Kind:  As  before, 
Atticus  and  Rutilus.  The  Meaning  is,  that  fuch  as 
he  ought  not  (neither  woidd  he,  had  he  been  prefent) 
have  prefumed  to  oppofe  Ajax  and  Ulyfles  in  contend- 
ing for  Achilles  his  Armor.  See  his  Charader  ad- 
mirably improved  by  Mr.  Dryden  in  his  Tragedy  of 
Truth  found  too  late. 

8  Ulylfes.   The  moft  eloquent  of  all  the  Grecian 
Princes.  After  Achilles 'ji)^^^/?,  Ajax,  «/^m^<i  Gre- 
cian Warrior ,  pretended  to  his  Armor;  Ulyfles  oppo- 
fed  him,  before  a  Council  of  War,  and  by  his  admira- 
ble Eloquence  obtained  the  Prize.   Ovid.  Metam.  13. 

9  Pollio.  Brought  to  that  Pafs,  by  his  Gluttony, 
that  he  was  forced  to  fell  his  Ring,  the  Mark  of  Ho- 
nor and  Diftindiion,  worn  by  the  Roman  Knights. 

10  Aftrasa.  The  Goddejs  of  Jiftice,  whom  the  Po- 
ets feign  to  have  fled  to  Heaven  after  the  Golden  Age. 

X  4  Ultima 
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Ultima  Coeleflum  Terras  Aflraea  reliquit. 

Ovid. 

11  Perficus.  Juvenai'5  Friend,  to  whom  he  makes 
an  Invitation,  and  addrejfes  this  Satire. 

12  Evander.  A  Prince  0/^  Arcadia,  tu ho  unlucki- 
ly killing  his  Father,  forfook  his  own  Country,  and 
came  into  Italy;  Jeltling  in  that  Place,  where  after - 
luards  Rome  was  built.  Virgil,  AEn.  8.  tells  us 
that  he  entertained  both  Hercules  and  AEneRS,  when 
he  luas  in  a  low  Condition. 

13  Alcides.   Hercules,  fo  called  from  his  Grand- 
father Alcseus. 

14  Curius  Dentatus.  A  Great  Man  who  had 
been  three  Times  Conful  of  Kome,  and  had  triumphed 
over  many  Kings ;  yet  as  great  an  Exainple  of  Tem- 
perance ^  as  Courage. 

15  J  Difh  in  great  Efleem  among  the  Romans. 

-Nil  Vulva  pulchrius  ampla.      Ho  rat. 

iQ  If  they  killed  a  Sacrifice,  and  any  Flefii  re- 
mained to  fpare,  it  was  prized  as  an  accidental  Rarity. 

,17  Conful.  By  the  Tyranny  o/Tarquinius  Su- 
perbus,  (the  Iq/i  Roman  King)  the  very  Xame  of 
King  became  hateful  to  the  People.  After  his  Expul- 
fion,  they  ajfembled,  and  refolved  to  commit  the,  Govern- 
ment, for  the  future,  into  the  Hands  of  two  Perfons, 
who  were  to  be  chofen  every  Tear  anew,  and  whom 
they  called  Confuls. 

18  Dictator.  Was  a  General  chofen  upon  fome  emer- 
gent Occafion;   his  Office  was  limited  to  fix  Months; 

luhick 
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which  Time  expired,  (if  Occafion  were)  they  chofe  a- 
nother,  or  continued  the  fame,  by  a  new  Elediion. 
The  Didator  differed  in  Kothing  from  a  King,  hut 
in  his  Name,  and  the  Duration  of  his  Authority :  His 
Power  being  full  as  great,  but  his  Name  not  fo  hate- 
ful to  the  Romans. 

ig  Before  th'  appointed  Hour. 
It  was  accounted  Greedinefs,  andfiameful,  to  eat  he- 
fore  the  ufual  Hour,  which  luas  their  Ninth  Hour; 
and  our  three  o'clock.  Afternoon.  But  upon  Fefiival 
Days,  it  was  permitted  them  to  prevent  the  ordinary 
Hour;   and  cdways  exci fable  in  old  People. 

20  Cenfors.  Were  two  great  Officers,  part  of 
whofe  Bifinefs  was  to  infped  the  Lives  and  Manners 
of  Men ;  they  had  Power  to  degrade  Knights  and  ex- 
clude Senators,  when  guilty  of  great  Mif demeanors: 
And  in  former  Days  they  were  fo  flrici,  that  they  flood 
in  Awe  one  of  another. 

21  The  Manner  of  the  Romans  Eating,  was  to  lie 
upon  Beds  or  Couches  about  the  Table,  which  former- 
ly were  made  of  plain  Wood,  but  cftertoards  at  great 
Expence,  adorn  d  with  Tortoifefliells,  Pearls,  -and 
Ivory. 

22  Grecian  Arts.  The  Romans  copied  their 
Luxury  from  the  Greeks;  the  Imitation  of  whom, 
was  among  them  as  fafiionable,  as  of  the  French 
among  us,  Which  occafwns  this  Saying,  with  fo 
piuck  Indignation  in  our  Poet,  Sat.  3. 

— Non 
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-Non  pollum  ferre,  Quirites, 


Grsecam  Urbem- 

23  Romulus  and  Remus.  Twins,  and  Founders 
of  the  Roman  Empire;  vjhom  the  Poets  feign  were 
niirfed  by  a  Wof:  The  Woman  s  Name  being  Lupa. 

24  Formerly  the  Statues  of  the  Gods  were  made  of 
Clay  :  But  now  of  Gold.  Which  Extravagance  was 
difpleqfing  even  to  the  Gods  themfelves. 

23  The  Romans  ufed  to  anoint  themfelves  with 
fweet  Ointments,  at  their  Feafls,  immediately  after 
Bathing. 

26  Ivory  was  in  great  Efleem  among  them,  and 
preferfd  to  Silver. 

27  Trypherus.  There  were  in  Rome,  Pro- 
fejfors  of  the  Art  of  Carving ;  who  taught  publicly  in 

Schools.     Of  this  Kind,  Trypherus  was  the  moft  fa- 
mous. 

28  Ganymede.      Cup-bearer. 

29  Plirygia.  Whence  pretty  Boys  were  brought 
to  Rome,  and  fold  publicly  in  the  Markets,  to  vile 
UJes. 

30  Anufual  Part  of  the  Entertainment,  when  Great 
Men  feajied,  to  have  luanton  Women  dance  after  a 
lafcivious  Manner. 

31  Virtue  would  flirink  to  hear  this  Lewd- 

nefs  told, 
Which    Hufbands,    now,    do    with    their 
Wives  behold. 

Thefe 
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Thefe  Lines  in  Juvenal, 

Spe^lant  hos  nuptx,  juxta  recubailte  ma- 
rito, 

Quod   pudeat  narrafle  aliquem  prasfenti- 
bus  ipfis. 
in  fome  late  Editions,  are  placed  nearer  the  latter  End 
of  this  Satire  :  And  in  the  Order  of  this  Tran/lation, 
luouldfo  have  followed,  after  Line  349,  viz. 

Such  Shows  as  thefe,  were  not  for  us  de- 
fign'd. 

But  vig'rous  Youth  to  active  Sports  inclin'd. 
But  I  have  continued  them  in  this  Place  after  Lubin. 
Befides  the  Example  of  the  Learned  Holyday  for 
the  fame  Pofition;  agreeing  better  here,  in  my  Mind, 
with  the  Senfe  both  before  and  after.  For  the  Me- 
galenfian  Games  conffiing  chiefly  of  Races,  and  fuck 
like  Exercifes ;  I  cannot  conceive  where  the  extraor- 
dinary Caufe  of  Shame  lay  in  Female  Spe Bator s:  But 
it  was  a  manifefl  Lmmodefy,  for  them  to  lie  by  their 
Hujbands,  and  fee  the  leiod  Adions  of  their  own  Sex, 
in  the  Manner  defer ibed. 

32  Megalenfian   Shows.      Games  in  Honor   of 
Cybele,  the  Mother  of  the  Gods.     She   was  called 
fisjdX'q  lii'ivtic,,  Magna  Mater,  and  from  thence  thefe 
Games  Megalefia,   or  Ludi  Megalenfes  ;  they  be- 
gan upon  the  4th  0/  April,  and  continued  fix  Days. 

33  Circus.     The  Place  where  thofe  Games  were 
celebrated. 

34  Praetor. 
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34  Praetor.  An  Officer  not  unlike  our  Mayor  or 
Sheriff-  He  was  to  overjee  theje  Sports,  and  fat  in 
great  State,  while  they  were  adiing ;  to  the  Dejlruc- 
tion  of  many  Horfes,  which  were  fpoiled  in  running 
the  Races. 

35  The  Green  have  won  the  Honor  of  the  Day. 
In  running  the  Races  in  the  Circus,  with  Horfes  in 
Chariots ;  there  were  four  difiinB  Factions,  known  by 
their  Liveries:  Which  were  Green,  a  Kind  of  Ruffet 
Red,  White,  and  Blue.  One  of  thefe  Fadlions  was 
always  favored  by  the  Court,  and  at  this  Time  probably 
the  Green.  Which  makes  our  Poet  fancy  he  hears 
the  Shouts,  for  Joy  of  their  Party.  Afterward  Domi- 
tian  added  two  more,  the  Golden  and  Purple  Fac" 
tions. 

36  RefleBing  on  the  immoderate  Fondnefs  the  Ro- 
mans hadforfuch  Shows. 

37  Cannae.  Afmall  Town,  near  which  Hanni- 
bal obtained  a  great  ViBory  over  the  Romans  :  In 
that  Battle  were  flain  40000  Men,  and  fo  many 
Gentlemen  that  he  fent  three  Biffiels  full  of  Rings  to 
Carthage,  as  a  Token  of  his  Vi^ory. 

38  See  the  Xotes  at  Fig,  19, 


PRO- 
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PROLOGUE 

T  O 

Q^UEEN    MART, 

Upon  her  Majejlys  coming  to  Jee  the  Old 
Batchelor,  after  having  Jeen  the  Dou- 
ble Dealer. 

BY  this  repeated  A61  of  Grace,  we  fee 
Wit  is  again  the  Care  of  Majelly ; 
And  while  thus  honor'd  our  proud  Stage  appears. 
We  feem  to  rival  Ancient  Theatres. 
Thus  florifh'd  Wit  in  our  Forefathers'  Age, 
And  thus  the  Roman  and  Athenian  Stage. 

Whofe  Wit  is  bed,  we'll  not  prefume  to  tell; 
But  this  we  know,  our  Audience  will  excel: 
For  never  was  in  Rome,  nor  Athens,  feen 
So  fair  a  Circle,  and  fo  bright  a  Queen. 

Long  has  the  Mufes  Land  been  overcaft, 
And  many  rough  and  ftormy  Winters  part ; 
Hid  from  the  World,   and  thrown  in  Shades  of 

Night, 
Of  Heat  deprived,  and  almoft  void  of  Light : 

While 


> 
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While  Wit,  a  hardy  Plant,  of  Nature  bold, 

Has  ftruggled  flrongly  with  the  killing  Cold  : 

So  does  it  Hill  through  Oppofition  grow, 

As  if  its  Rootwas  warmer  kept  by  Snow : 

But  whenfliot  forth, then  draws  the  Z)^72g-^rnear,  ^ 

On  ev'ry  Side  the  gath'ring  Winds  appear. 

And  Blafts   deftroy  that  Fruit,   which  Frofts 

wou'd  fpare.  I 

But  now,  new  Vigor  and  new  Life  it  knows. 

And  Warmth  that  from  this  Royal  Prefence  flows. 

O  wou'd  fhe  fliine  with  Rays  more  frequent 
here ! 

How  gay  wou'd  then  this  drooping  Land  appear! 

Then,  like  the  Sun,  with  Pleafure  fhe  might  view 

The  fmiling  Earth,  cloth'd  by  her  Beams  anew. 

0'eralltheM^<2<:/5,fhou'dvariousFlowersbefeen 

Mix'd  with  the  Laurel's  never-fading  Green, 

The  new  Creation  of  a  Gracious  Queen. 


EP  I- 
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EPILOGUE 

At  the  opening  of  the  Queen'j  Theatre  in  the 
Hay-Market,  with  an  Italian  Pajloral: 
Spoken  by  Mrs,  BracegiPvDle, 

WHATEVER    future  Fate  our  Houfe 
may  find. 
At  prefent  we  expect  you  fhou  d  be  kind  : 
Inconflancy  itfelf  can  claim  no  Right, 
Before  Enjoyment  and  the  Wedding  Night. 
You  muft  be  fix'd  a  little  ere  you  range, 
You  muft  be  true  'till  you  have  Time  to  change. 
A  Week  at  leaft ;  one  Night  is  fure  too  foon ; 
But  we  pretend  not  to  a  Honey  Moon. 
To  Novelty  we  know  you  can  be  true, 
But  what,  alas!  or  who,  is  always  new  ? 

This  Day,  without  Prefumption,  we  pretend 
With  Novelty  entire  you're  entertain'd ; 
For  not  alone  our  Houfe  and  Scenes  are  new. 
Our  Song  and  Dance,  but  ev'n  our  Adors  too. 
Our  Play  itfelf  has  Something  in't  uncommon. 
Two  faithful  Lovers,  and  one  conilant  Woman. 


In 
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In  fweet  Italian  Strains  our  Shepherds  fing, 
Of  harmlefs  Loves  our  painted  Forefls  ring 
In  Notes,  perhaps  lefs  foreign  than  the  Thing. 
To  Sound  and  Show  at  firfl:  we  make  Pretence, 
In  Time  we  may  regale  you  with  fome  Senfe, 
But  that,  at  prefent,  were  too  great  Expence. 
We  only  fear  the  Beaux  may  think  it  hard, 
To  be  to  Night  from  fmutty  Jefts  debarr'd  : 
But  in  good  Breeding,  fure,  they'll  once  excufe 
Ev'n  Modefly,  when  in  a  Stranger  Mufe. 
The  Day's  at  Hand,  when  wefhall  fhift  th^  Scene, 
And  to  yourfelves  fhow  your  dear  felves  again: 
Paint  the  Reverfe  of  what  you've  feen  to  Day, 
And  in  bold  Strokes  the  vicious  Town  difplay. 

PROLOGUE 

T  O 

PT  RRH  U  S  King   of  E  P  I  R  U  S. 

OU  R  Age  has  much  improv'd  the  War-1 
riors  Art;  I 

For  Fighting,  now,  is  thought  the  weakeft  Part; 
And  a  good  Head,  more  ufeful  than  a  Heart. ^ 

This 
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This  Way  of  War,  does  our  Example  yield ; 

That  S  tage  will  win,  which  longefl  keeps  the  Field . 

We  mean  not  Battle,  when  we  bid  Defiance; 

But  ftarving  one  another  to  Compliance. 

Our  Troops  encamp'd  are  by  each  other  view'd, 

And  thofe  which  firfl  are  hungry,   are  fubdu'd. 

And  there,  in  Truth,  depends  the  great  Decifion: 

They  conquer,  who  cut  off  the  Foe's  Provifion. 

Let  Fools,  with  Knocks   and  Bruifes,    keep  a 

Pother; 
Our  War  and  Trade,  is  to  outwit  each  other. 

But,  hold:   Will  not  the  Politicians  tell  us, 

That  both  ourCondu6l,  and  our  Forefight,fail  us. 

To  raife  Recruits,  and  draw  new  Forces  down. 

Thus,  in  the  dead  Vacation  of  the  Town  ? 

To  mufter  up  our  Rhymes,  without  our  Reafon, 

And  forage  for  an  Audience  out  of  Seafon  ? 

Our  Author's  Fears  muff  this  falfe  Step  excufe; 

'Tis  the  firft  Flight  of  a  juft- feather 'd  Mufe: 

Th'Occafion  ta'en,  when  Critics  are  away; 

Halfwits  and  Beaux,thofe  rav'nousBirds  of  Prey. 

But,  Heav'n  be  prais'd,  far  hence  they  vent  their 

Wrath, 

Mauling,  in  mild  Lampoon,  th'  intruding  Bath. 

Vol.  IIL  Y  Thus 
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Thus  does  our  Author  his  firfl  Flight  commence; 
Thus,  againfl  Friends  at  firft,  withFoils  we  fence: 
Thus  prudent  Gimcrack  try'd  if  he  were  able 
(Ere  he'd  wet  Foot)  to  fwim  upon  a  Table. 
Thenfpare  the  Youth;  or  if  you'll  damn  thePlay, 
Let  him  but  firll  have  his,  then  take  your  Day. 

EPILOGUE 

T  O 

0     R     0     0     N     0     K     0, 

Spoken  by  Mrs.  Ver BRUGGE N. 

YOU  fee  we  try  all  Shapes,  and  Shifts,  and 
Arts, 
To  tempt  your  Favors,  and  regain  your  Hearts. 
We  weep,  and  laugh,  join  Mirth  and  Grief  to- 
gether, 
Like  Rain  and  Sunfhine  mixt,  in  April  Weather. 
Your  different  Taftes  divide  our  Poet's  Cares: 
One  Foot  the  Sock,  t'  other  the  Bufkin  wears : 

Thus 
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Thus  while  he  ftrives  to  pleafe,  he's  forc'd  to  do't, 
Like  Volfcius,  Hip-hop,  in  a  (ingle  Boot. 
Critics,  he  knows,  for  this  may  damn  his  Books: 
But   he  makes  Feafts  for    Friends,  and  not  for 

Cooks. 
Tho'  Errant-Knights  of  late  no  Favor  find, 
Sure  you  will  be  to  Ladies-Errant  kind. 
To  follow  Fame,   Knights-Errant   make  Pro-^ 

feffion :  [ 

We  Damfels  fly,  to  fave  our  Reputation  : 
So  they,  their  Valor  fhow,  we,  our  Difcretion. 
To  Lands  of  Monfters  and  fierceBeails,  they  go. 
We, to  thofelflands  where  rich  Hufbands  grow: 
Tho'  they're  no  Monfters,  we  may  make  'em  fo.  j 
If  they're  of  Englijh  Growth,  they'll  bear't  with 

Patience: 
But  fave  us  from  a  Spoufe  of  OroonoAo's  Nations ! 
Then  blefs  your  Stars,  you  happy ZoW(io?2  Wives, 
Who  love  at  large,  each   Day,  yet  keep  your 

Lives: 
Nor  envy  poor  Imoindas  doting  Blindnefs, 
Who  thought  her  Hufband  kill'd  her  out  of  Kind- 

nefs. 


Y  2  Death 
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Death  with  a  Hufband  ne'er  had  fhown  fuch 

Charms, 
Had  (lie  once  dy'd  within  a  Lover's  Arms. 
Her  Error  was  from  Ignorance  proceeding: 
Poor    Soul!   fhe   wanted   fome   of  our  Town 

Breeding. 
Forgive  the  Indians  Fondnefs  of  her  Spoufe; 
Their  Law  no  Chriftian  Liberty  allows: 
Alas !   they  make  a  Confcience  of  their  Vows ! 
If  Virtue  in  a  Heathen  be  a  Fault ; 
Then  damn   the    Heathen  School,    where    (he 

was  tauoht. 

o 

She  might  have  learnt  to  Cuckold,  Jilt  and  Sham, 
Had  Covent-Garden  been  in  Surinam, 

PROLOGUE 

T  O     T  H  E 

HUSBAND   his  own   CUCKOLD, 

A  Comedy  luritten  by  Mr.].  Dry  den,  Junior. 

^  I^HIS  Year  has  beenremarkable  two  Ways, 
JL     For  blooming  Poets,  and  for  blafted  Plays. 

We've 


POEMS  upon  fever al  Occafions.     341 

We've  been  by  much  appearing  Plenty  mock'd, 
At  once  both  tantalis'd,  and  over-ftock'd. 
Our  Authors  too,  by  their  Succefs  of  late. 
Begin  to  think  Third  Days  are  out  of  Date. 
What  can  theCaufebe,  that  ourPlays  won't  keep, 
Unlefs  they  have  a  Rot  fome  Years  like  Sheep? 
For  our  Parts,  we  confefs  we're  quite  afham'd 
To  read  fuch  weekly  Bills  of  Poets  damn'd. 
Each  Parifti  knows  'tis  but  a  mournful  Cafe 
When  Chrifl'nings  fall,  and  Funerals  increafe. 
Thus  'tis,  and  thus  'twill  be  when  we  are  dead, 
There  will  be  Writers  which  will  ne'er  be  read. 
Why  will  you  be  fuch  Wits,  and  write  fuch 

Things? 
You're  willing  to  be  Wafps,  but  want  the  Stings. 
Let  not  your  Spleen  provoke  you  to  that  Height, 
'Odflife   you   don't  know  what    you  do,  Sirs, 

when  you  write. 
You'll  find  that  Pegafus  has  Tricks,  when  try'd, 
Tho'  you  make  Nothing  on't  but  up  and  ride; 
Ladies  and  all,  i'Faith,  now  get  aftride. 
Contriving  Characters,  and  Scenes,  and  Plots, 
Is  grown  as  common  now,  as  knitting  Knots  ; 

Y3  With 
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With  the  fameEafe,  and  Negligence  of  Thought, 
The  charmingPlay  is  writ, and  Fringe  is  wrought. 
Tho'  this  be  frightful,  yet  we're  more  afraid, 
When  Ladies  leave,    that  Beaux  will   take  the 

Trade  : 
Thus  far  'tis  well  enough,  if  here  'twou'd  ftop, 
Butfhou'd  they  write,  wemufte'en  ftiutup  Shop. 
Howihail  we  make  this  Mode  of  Writing  fink? 
A  Mode,  faid  I  ?   'Tis  a  Difeafe,  I  think, 
A  ftubborn  Tetter  that's  not  cur'd  with  Ink. 
For  ftiil  it  fpreads,  'till  each  th'  Infe61ion  takes, 
And  feizes  ten,  for  one  that  it  forfakes. 
Our  Play  to  Day  is  fp rung  from  none  of  thefe, 
Nor  fhould  you  Damn  it,  tho'itdoesnotpleafe, 
SincebornwithouttheBoundsofyourfourSeas. 
For  if  you  grant  no  Favor  as  'tis  new. 
Yet  as  a  Stranger,  there  is  Something  due  : 
From  Rome  {to  try  its  Fate)  this  Flay  was  fent, 
Start  not  at  Rome,  for  there's  no  Popery  meant; 
Tho'  there  the  Poet  may  his  Dwelling  choofe. 
Yet  ftill  he  knows  his  Country  claims  his  Mufe. 
Hither  an  Offering  his  Firft-born  he  fends, 
Whofe  good,  or  ill  Succefs,  on  you  depends. 


Yet 
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Yet  he  has  Hope  fome  Kindnefs  may  be  ftiown, 
As  due  to  greater  Merit  than  his  own, 
And  begs  the  Sire  may  for  the  Son  atone. 
There's  his  laft  Refuge,  if  the  Play  don't  take. 
Yet  fpare  young  Dryden  for  his  Father's  Sake. 

PROLOGUE 

TO     THE 

COURT, 

On  the    Q^U  E  E  N's  Birth-Day,   1704. 

TH  E  happy  Mufe,  to  this  high  Scene  pre- 
ferr'd, 
Hereafter  fhall  in  loftier  Strains  be  heard  ; 
And,  foaring  to  tranfcend  her  ufual  Theme, 
Shall  fmg  of  Virtue  and  Heroic  Fame. 
No  longer  fhall  ftie  toil  upon  the  Stage, 
And   fruitlefs  War  with  Vice  and  Folly  wage ; 
No  more  in  mean  Difguife  flie  (hall  appear, 
And  Shapes  fhewou'd  reform  be  forc'd  to  wear: 

Y4  While 


344    POEMS  upon  fever al  Occafions, 
While  Ignorance  and  Malice  join,  to  blame. 
And  break  the  Mirror  that  reflects  their  Shame. 
Henceforth  fhe  fhall  purfue  a  nobler  Tafk, 

Show  her  bright  Virgin  Face,   and  fcorn   the 
Satyr  s  Malk. 

Happy  her  future  Days !  which  are  defign'd 

Alone  to  paint  the  Beauties  of  the  Mind. 

By  juft  Originals  to  draw  with  Care, 

And  Copy  from  the  Court  a  faultlefs  Fair : 

Such  Labors  with  Succefs  her  Hopes  may  crown. 

And  fhame  to  Manners  an  incorrigible  Town. 

While  this  Defignher  eagerThoughtpurfues, 

Such  various  Virtues  all  around  fhe  views, 

Sheknows  not  where  to  fix,  or  which  tochoofe. 

Yet  ftill  ambitious  of  the  daring  Flight, 

ONE  only  awes  her  with  fuperior  Light. 

From  that  Attempt  the  confcious  Mufe  retires. 

Nor  to  Inimitable  Worth  afpires ; 

But  fecretly  applauds,  and  filently  admires. 

Hence  ftie  refle61s  upon  the  genial  Ray 

That  firft  enliven'd  this  Aufpicious  Day : 

On  that  bright  Star,  to  whofe  Indulgent  Pow'r 

We  owe  the  Bleffinsfs  of  the  Prefent  Hour. 

o 

Concurring 
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Concurring  Omens  of  propitious  Fate 
Bore,  with  One  Sacred  Birth,  an  equal  Date: 
Whence  we  derive  whatever  we  poflefs, 
By  Foreign  Conqueft,  or  Domeftic  Peace. 

Then,  Britain,  then  thy  Dawnof  Bhfs  begun  : 
Then  broke  the  Morn  that  Hghted  up  this  Sun! 
Then  was  itdoom'd  whofe  Councils  fhou'd  fuc- 

ceed ; 
And  by  whofe   Arm  the  Chriftian  World  be 

freed ; 
Then  the  fierce  Foe  was  pre-ordain'd  to  yield. 
And  then  the  Battle  won  at  Blenheims  Glori- 
ous Field. 


THE 
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THE 

TEARS 

O  F 

AMARYLLIS  for  AMTNTAS, 

A 

PASTORAL. 

Lamenting  the  DEATH  of 

The  late  Lord  Marquis  oi  BLAXFORD. 

Infcribed  to  the 

Right  Honorable  the  Lord  G  OD  0  LP  HIM,    , 
Lord  High  Treafurer  of  England. 

Qiialis  populea  mcerens  Philomela  Jub  umbra 
Amijfos  queritur fcetus- 


-miferabile  Carmen 


/    Integral,  et  mosfth  late  loca  quejlibus  implet. 

Virg.  Georg.  4. 

*^nr^  W  A  S  at  the  Time,   when  new  returning 

A  Light, 

With  welcome  Rays  begins  to  chear  the  Sight; 
When  grateful  Birds  prepare  their  Thanks  to  pay, 
And  warble  Hymns  to  hail  the  dawning  Day; 

Wheti 
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When  woolly  Flocks  their  bleating  Cries  renew. 
And  from  their  fleecy  Sides  firft  fliake  the  filver 

Dew. 
'Twas  then  that  Amaryllis,  Heav'nly  Fair, 
Wounded  with  Grief,  and  wild  with  her  Defpair, 
Forfook  her  Myrtle  Bow'r  and  Rofy  Bed, 
To  tell  the  Winds  her  Woes,  and  mourn  Amyn- 

tas  dead. 
Who  had  a  Heart  fo  hard,  that  heard  her  Cries 
And  did  not  weep?    Who  fuch  relentlefs  Eyes? 
Tigers  and  Wolves  their  wonted  Rage  forego, 
And  dumb  Diftrefs  and  new  Compaffion  fhow, 
As  taught  by  her  to  tafte  of  Human  Woe. 
Nature  herfelf  attentive  Silence  kept, 
And  Motion  feem'd  fufpended  while  fhe  wept; 
The  rifmg  Sun  reftrain'd  his  fiery  Courfe, 
And  rapid  Rivers  liften'd  at  their  Source ; 
Ev'n  Echo  fear'd  to  catch  the  flying  Sound, 
Left  Repetition  fliould  her  Accents  drown; 
The  very  Morning  Wind  with-held  his  Breeze, 
Nor  fann'd  with  fragrant  Wings  the  noifelefs 

Trees|; 
As  if  the  gentle  Zephyr  had  been  dead. 
And  in  the  Grave  with  lov'd  Amyntds  laid. 

No 
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No  Voice,    no  whifp'ring  Sigh,    no   murm'ring 

Groan, 
Prefum'd  to  mingle  with  a  Mother  s  Moan; 
Her  Cries  alone  her  Anguifh  could  exprefs. 
All  other  Mourning  would  have  made  it  lefs. 

Hear  me,  fhe  cry'd,  ye  Nymphs  and  Sylvan 
Gods, 
Inhabitants  of  thefe  once  lov'd  Abodes-; 
Hear  my  Diftrefs,  and  lend  a  pitying  Ear, 
Hear  my  Complaint — you  would  not  hear  my 

Pray'r ; 
The  Lofs  which  you  prevented  not,  deplore. 
And  mourn  with  me  Amyntas  now  no  more. 

Have  I  not  Caufe,  ye  cruel  Pow'rs,  to  mourn? 
Lives  there  like  me  another  Wretch  forlorn  ? 
Tellrae,thou  Sun  that  round  theWorlddoftfhine, 
Haft  thou  beheld  another  Lofs  like  mine  ? 
Ye  Winds,  who  on  your  Wings  fad  Accents  bear. 
And  catch  the  Sounds  of  Sorrow  and  Defpair, 
Tell  me  if  e'er  your  tender  Pinions  bore 
Such  Weight  of  Woe,  fuch  deadly  Sighs  before? 
Tell  me,  thou  Earth,  on  whofe  wide-fpreading 

Bafe 
The  wretched  Load  is  laid  of  Human  Race, 

Doft 
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Doft  thou  not  feel  thyfelf  with  meopprefs'd  ? 
Lie  all  the  Dead  fo  heavy  on  thy  Breaft  ? 
When  hoary  Winter  on  thy  fhrinking  Head 
His  icy,  cold,  deprefling  Hand  has  laid, 
Haft  thou  not  felt  lefs  Chilnefs  in  thy  Veins? 
Do  I  not  pierce  thee  with  more  freezing  Pains? 
But  why  to  thee  do  I  relate  my  Woe, 
Thou  cruel  Earth,  my  moft  remorfelefs  Foe! 
Within whofedarkfome  Womb  the  Graveis  made, 
Where  all  my  Joys  are  with  Amyntas  laid? 
What  is't  to  me,  tho'  on  thy  naked  Head 
Eternal  Winter  fliould  his  Horror  fhed, 
Tho'allthyNerveswerenumb'dwithendlefsFroft, 
And  all  thy  Hopes  of  future  Spring  were  loft? 
To  me  what  Comfort  can  the  Spring  afford? 
Can  my  Amyntas  be  with  Spring  reftor'd? 
Can  all  the  Rains  that  fall  from  weeping  Skies, 
Unlock  the  Tomb  where  my  Amyntas  lies  ? 
No,  never!  never! — Say  then,  rigid  Earth, 
What  is  to  me  thy  everlafting  Dearth? 
Tho'  never  Flow'r  again  its  Head  fhould  rear, 
Tho'  never  Tree  again  fhould  Bloffom  bear; 
Tho' never  Grafs  fhould  clothe  thenaked  Ground, 
Nor  ever  healing  Plant  or  wholefome  Herb  be 
found.  None, 
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None,  none  were  found  when  I  bewail'd  their 

Want ; 
Nor  wholefomeHerb was  found, nor  healingPlant, 
To  eafe  Amyntas  of  his  cruel  Pains  ; 
In  vain  I  fearch'd  the  Vallies,  Hills  and  Plains; 
But  wither'd  Leaves  alone  appear'd  to  view. 
Or  pois'nous  Weeds  diftilling  deadly  Dew. 
And  if  fome  naked  Stalk,  not  quite  decay'd. 
To  yield  a  freOi  and  friendly  Bud  effay'd, 
Soon  as  I  reach'd  to  crop  the  tender  Shoot, 
A  fhrieking  Mandrake  kill'd  it  at  the  Root. 
Witnefs  to  this,  ye  Fawns  of  ev'ry  Wood, 
Who  at  the  Prodigy  aftonifli'd  flood. 
Well  I  remember  what  fad  Signs  ye  made, 
What  Show'rs  of  unavailing  Tears  ye  fhed ; 
How  each  ran  fearful  to  his  moffy  Cave, 
When  the  laft  Gafp  the  dear  Amyntas  gave. 
For  then  the  Air  was  fill'd  with  dreadful  Cries, 
And  fudden  Night  o'erfpread  the  darken'd Skies; 
Phantoms,  and  Fiends,  and  wand'ring  Fires  ap- 
pear'd, 
And  Screams  of  ill-prefaging  Birds  were  heard. 
The  Foreft  fhook,  and  flinty  Rocks  were  cleft, 
And  frighted  Streams  theirwonted  Channels  left, 

With 
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With  frantic  Grief  o'erflowing  fruitful  Ground, 
Where  many  a  Herd  and  harmlefs  Swain  was 

drown'd. 
While  I  forlorn  and  defolate  was  left. 
Of  ev'ry  Help,  of  ev'ry  Hope  bereft ; 
To  ev'ry  Element  expos'd  I  lay. 
And  to  my  Griefs  a  more  defencelefs  Prey. 
For  thee,  Amyntas,  all  thefe  Pains  were  born, 
For  thee  thefe  Hands  were  wrung,   thefe  Hairs 

were  torn ; 
For  thee  my  Soul  to  figh  ftiall  never  leave, 
Thefe  Eyes  to  weep,  this  throbbing  Heart  to  heave. 
To  mourn  thy  Fall  I'll  fly  the  hated  Light, 
And  hide  my  Head  in  Shades  of  endlefs  Night: 
For  thou  wert  Light,  and  Life,  and  Health  to  me; 
The  Sun  but  thanklefs  fhinesthat  ftiows  not  thee, 
Wert  thou   not   Lovely,    Graceful,   Good  and 

Young? 
The  Joy  of  Sight,  the  Talk  of  ev'ry  Tongue? 
Did  ever  Branch  fo  fweet  a  Bloffom  bear? 
Or  ever  early  Fruit  appear  fo^fair? 
Did  ever  Youth  fo  far  his  Years  tranfcend  ? 
Did  ever  Life  fo  immaturely  end  ? 


For 
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For  thee  the  tuneful  Swains  provided  Lays, 
And  ev'ry  Mufe  prepar'd  thy  future  Praife. 
For  thee  the  bufy  Nymphs  flripp'd  ev'ry  Grove^ 
And  Myrtle  Wreaths  and  flow'ry  Chaplets  wove. 
But  now,  ah  difmal  Change!  the  tuneful  Throng 
To  loud  Lamentings  turn  the  chearful  Song. 
Their  pleafmg  Tafk  the  weeping  Virgins  leave, 
And  with  unfinifh'd  Garlands  llrow  thy  Grave. 
There  let  me  fall,  there,  there  lamenting  lie, 
There  grieving  grow  to  Earth,  defpair,  and  die. 
This  faid,  her  loud  Complaint  of  Force  fhe 
ceas'd, 
Excefsof  Grief  her  falt'ring  Speech  fupprefs'd. 
Along  the  Ground  her  colder  Limbs  fhe  laid. 
Where  late  the  Grave  was  for  Amyntas  made ; 
Then  from  her  fwimming  Eyes  began  to  pour. 
Of  foftly  falling  Rain,  a  Silver  Show'r; 
Her  loofely  flowing  Hair,  all  radiant  bright, 
O'erfpreadthe  dewy  Grafs  like  Streams  of  Light: 
As  if  the  Sun  had  of  his  Beans  been  fhorn, 
And  caft  to  Earth  the  Glories  he  had  worn. 
A  Sight  fo  lovely  fad,  fuch  deep  Diftrefs 
No  Tongue  can  tell,  no  Pencil  can  exprefs. 

And 
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And  now  the  Winds,  which  had  fo  long  been 

mil, 

Began  the  fwelling  Air  with  Sighs  to  fill ; 
The  Water-Nymphs,  who  motionlefs  remain'd, 
Like  Images  of  Ice,  while  flie  complain'd. 
Now  loos'd  their  Sreams ;   as  w^hen  defcending 

Rains 
Roll  the  fteep  Torrents  headlong  o'er  the  Plains. 
The  prone  Creation,  who  fo  long  had  gaz'd. 
Charm  VI  with  her  Cries,  and  at  her  Griefs  amaz'd, 
Began  to  roar  and  howl  with  horrid  Yell, 
Difmal  to  hear,  and  terrible  to  tell ; 
Nothing  but  Groans  andSighs  were heardaround. 
And  Echo  multiply'd  each  mournful  Sound. 

When  all  at  once  an  univerfal  Paufe 
Of  Grief  was  made,  as  from  fome  fecret  Caufe. 
The  balmy  Air  with  fragrant  Scents  was  fill'd. 
As  if  each  weeping  Tree  had  Gums  diftill'd. 
Such,  if  not  fweeter,  was  the  rich  Perfume 
Which  fwift  afcended  from  Amyntas  Tomb  ; 
As  if  th'  Arabian  Bird  her  Neft  had  fir'd. 
And  on  the  fpicy  Pile  were  new  expir'd. 

And  now  the  Turf,  which  late  was  naked  feen. 
Was  fudden  fpread  with  lively  fpringing  Green ; 

Vol.  III.  Z  And 
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And  Amaryllis  faw,  with  wond'ring  Eyes, 
A  flow'ry  Bed,  where  llie  had  wept,  arife ; 
Thick  as  the  pearly  Drops  the  Fair  had  Oied, 
The  blowing  Buds  advanc'd  their  Purple  Head ; 
From  ev'ry  Tear  that  fell,  a  Violet  grev/, 
And  thence  their  Sweetnefs   came,  and  thence 
their  mournful  Hue. 
Remember  this,  ye  Nymphs  and  gentle  Maids, 
When  Solitude  ye  feek  in  gloomy  Shades ; 
Or  walk  on  Banks  where  filent  Waters  flow. 
For  there  this  lonely  Flower  will  love  to  grow. 
Think  on  Amyntas,  oft  as  ye  fliall  ftoop 
To  crop  the  Stalks  and  take  'em  foftly  up. 
When  in  your  fnowy  Necks  their  Sweets  you 

wear^ 
Give  a  foft  Sigh,  and  drop  a  tender  Tear  : 
To  lov'd  Amyntas  pay  the  Tribute  due, 
And  blefs  his  peaceful  Grave,  where  firfl  they 


grew. 


TO 
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T  O 

c   r   M   r  H   I  A, 

Weeping  and  not  Speaking. 

ELEGY. 

WHY  are  thofe  Hours,  which  Heav'n  in 
Pity  lent 
To  longing  Love,  in  fruitlefs  Sorrow  fpent? 
Why  lighs  my  Fair  ?  Why  does  that  Bofom  move 
With  any  Paffion  flirr'd,  but  rifmg  Love  ? 
Can  Difcontent  find  Place  within  that  Breaft, 
On  whofe  foft  Pillows  ev'n  Defpair  might  reft? 
Divide  thy  Woes,  and  give  me  my  fad  Part. 
I  am  no  Stranger  to  an  aching  Heart; 
Too  well  I  know  the  Force  of  inward  Grief, 
And  well  can  bear  it,  to  give  you  Relief: 
All  Love's  fevereft  Pangs  I  can  endure; 
I  can  bear  Pain,  tho'  hopelefs  of  a  Cure. 
I  know  what  'tis  to  Weep,  and  Sigh,  and  Pray, 
To  wake  all  Night,  yet  dread  the  breaking  Day; 
I  know  what  'tis  to  Wifh,  and  Hope,  and  all  in 

vain, 
And  meet,  for  humble  Love,  unkind  Difdain ; 

Z  2  Anger, 
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Anger,  and  Hate,  I  have  been  forc'd  to  bear. 
Nay,  Jealoufy  —  and  I  have  feh  Defpair. 
Thefe  Pains,  for  you,  I  have  been  forc'd  to  prove, 
For  cruel  you,  when  I  began  to  Love, 
'Till  warm  Gompaffion  took  at  length  my  Part, 
And  melted  to  my  Wifli  your  yielding  Heart. 
O  the  dear  Hour,  in  which  you  did  refign !      j 
When  round  my  Neck  your  willing  Arms  did  I 

twine. 
And,  in  a  Kifs,  you  faid  your  Heart  was  mine. 
Thro'  each  returning  Year,  may  that  Hour  be 
Diftinguifh'd  in  the  Rounds  of  all  Eternity ; 
Gay  be  the  Sun,  that  Hour,  in  all  his  Light, 
Let  him  colled  the  Day,   to  be  more  bright. 
Shine  all,  that  Hour,  and  let  the  reft  be  Night. 
And  fhall  I  all  this  Heav'n  of  Blifs  receive 
From  you,  yet  not  lament  to  fee  you  grieve  ? 
Shall  I,  who  nourifh'd  in  my  Breaft  Defire, 
When  your  cold  Scorn   and  Frowns  forbid  the 

Fire; 
Now,  when  a  mutual  Flame  you'have  reveal'd. 
And  the  dear  Union  of  our  Souls  is  feal'd, 
When  all  my  Joys  complete  in  you  I  find, 
Shall  I  not  ftiare  the  Sorrows  of  your  Mind? 

O 
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O  tell  me,  tell  me  All — whence  does  arife 
This  Flood  of  Tears  ?  whence  are  thefe  frequent 

Sighs  ? 
Why  does  that  lovely  Head,  like  a  fair  Flow'r 
Opprefs'd  with  Drops  of  a  hard-falling  Show'r, 
Bend  with  its  Weight  of  Grief,  and  feem  to  grow 
Downward  to  Earth,  andkifs  the  Root  of  Woe? 
Lean  on  my  Breaft,  and  let  me  fold  thee  faft, 
Lock'd  in  thefe  Arms,  think  all  thy  Sorrows  paft; 
Or,  what  remain,  think  lighter  made  by  me; 
So  I  fliould  think,  were  I  fo  held  by  thee. 
Murmur  thy  Plaints,  andgently  wound  my  Ears; 
Sigh  on  my  Lip,  and  let  me  drink  thy  Tears; 
Join  to  my  Cheek,  thy  Cold  and  Dewy  Face, 
And  let  pale  Grief  to  glowing  Love  give  Place. 

0  fpeak — for  Woe  in  Silence  mo  ft  appears  ; 
Speak,  ere  my  Fancy  magnify  my  Fears. 

Is  there  a  Caufe,  which  Words  cannot  exprefs? 
Can  I  not  bear  a  Part,  nor  make  it  lefs  ? 

1  know  not  what  to  think — Am  I  in  Fault  ? 

I  have  not,  to  my  Knowledge,  err'd  in  Thought, 
Nor  wander'd  from  my  Love,  nor  wou'd  I  be 
Lord  of  the  World,  to  live  deprived  of  thee, 

Z  3  You 
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You  weep  afrefh,   and  at  that  Word  you  ftart! 
Am  I  to  be  depriv'd  then  ? — muft  we  part  ? 
Curfe  on  that  Word  fo  ready  to  be  fpoke. 
For  through  my  Lips,  unmeant  by  me,  it  broke. 
Oh  no,  we  muft  not,  will  not,  cannot  part, 
Andmy Tongue  talks,  unprompted  by  my  Heart. 
Yet  fpeak,  for  my  Diftra6lion  grows  apace. 
And  racking  Fears,  and  reftlefs  Doubts  increafe; 
And  Fears  and  Doubts  to  Jealonjy  will  turn. 
The  hotteft  Hell,  in  which  a  Heart  can  burn. 

0    R    E     T. 


I. 

FAIR  Amoret  is  gone  aftray ; 
Purfue  and  feek  her,  ev'ry  Lover; 
I'll  tell  the  Signs,  by  which  you  may 
The  wand'ring  Shepherdefs  difcover. 

II. 
Coquet  and  Coy  at  once  her  Air, 

Both  ftudy'd,  tho'  both  feem  negle6led ; 
Garelefs  (he  is  with  artful  Care, 
Affeding  to  feem  unaffeded. 

HI.   With 
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III. 

With  Skill  her  Eyes  dart  ev'ry  Glance, 

Yet  change  fo  foon  you'd  ne'er  fufpe^l  'em; 
For  fhe'd  perfuade  they  wound  by  Chance, 

Tho'  certain  Aim  and  Art  dire61;  'em. 

IV. 
She  likes  herfelf,  yet  others  hates 

For  that  which  in  herfelf  flie  prizes; 
And  while  fhe  laughs  at  them,  forgets 

She  is  the  Thing  that  fhe  defpifes. 

L    E    S     B     I    A. 

WHEN  Lejhia  firft  I  faw  fo  heav'nly  fair. 
With  Eyes  fo  bright,  and  with  that  aw- 
ful Air, 
I  thought  my  Heart,  which  durfl  fo  high  afpire, 
As  bold  as  his,  who  fnatch'd  Celeftial  Fire. 
But  foon  as  e'er  the  beauteous  Idiot  fpoke. 
Forth  from  her  Coral  Lips  fuch  Folly  broke, 
Like  Balm    the  trickling   Nonfenfe  heal'd  my 

Wound, 
And  what  her  Eyes  enthralFd,  her  Tongue  un- 
bound, Z  4  DO' 
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ORIS. 


T^O R I S,  a  Nymph  of  riper  Age, 
S^     Has  ev'ry  Grace  and  Art, 
A  wife  Obferver  to  engage, 

Or  wound  a  lieedlefs  Heart. 
Of  native  Blufh,  and  rofy  Die, 

Time  has  her  Cheek  bereft; 
Which  makes  the  prudent  Nymph  fupply, 

With  Paint,  th' injurious  Theft. 
Her  fparkhng  Eyes  fhe  ftill  retains, 

And  Teeth  in  good  Repair; 
And  her  well-furnifh'd  Front  difdains 

To  grace  with  borrow'd  Hair. 
Of  Size,  fhe  is  notfhort,  nor  tall. 

And  does  to  Fat  incline 
No  more,  than  what  the  French  wou'd  call 

Aimahle  Embonpoint. 
Farther,  her  Ferfon  to  difclofe 

I  leave — let  it  fuffice. 
She  has  few  Faults,  but  what  fhe  knows, 

And  can  with  Skill  difguife. 


She 
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She  many  Lovers  has  refus'd, 

With  many  more  comply'd  ; 
Which,  Hke  her  Clothes,  when  little  us'd. 

She  always  lays  alide. 
She's  one,  who  looks  with  great  Contempt 

On  each  afFe^led  Creature, 
Whofe  Nicety  w^ould  feem  exempt, 

From  Appetites  of  Nature. 
She  thinks  they  want  or  Health  or  Senfe, 

Who  want  an  Inclination; 
And  therefore  never  takes  Offence 

At  him  who  pleads  his  Paffion. 
Whom  fhe  refufes,  ftie  treats  Hill 

With  fo  much  fweet  Behaviour, 
That  her  Refufal,  through  her  Skill, 

Looks  almoft  like  a  Favor. 
Since  fhe  this  Softnefs  can  exprefs 
'    To  thofe  whom  fhe  rejects. 
She  muft  be  very  fond,  you'll  guefs. 

Of  fuch  whom  fhe  affeds. 
But  here  our  Doris  far  outgoes 

All  that  her  Sex  have  done ; 
She  no  Regard  for  Cuftom  knows, 

Which  Reafon  bids  her  fhun. 

By 
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By  Reafon,  her  own  Reafons  meant. 

Or  if  you  pleafe,  her  Will: 
For  when  this  laft  is  Difcontent, 

The  firft  is  ferv'd  but  ill. 
Peculiar  therefore  is  her  Way ; 

Whether  by  Nature  taught, 
I  fhall  not  undertake  to  fay. 

Or  by  Experience  bought. 
But  who  o'er  Night  obtain'd  her  Grace, 

She  can  next  Day  difown, 
And  ftare  upon  the  firange  Man's  Face, 

As  one  llie  ne'er  had  known. 
So  well  flie  can  the  Truth  difguife, 

Such  artful  Wonder  frame, 
The  Lover  or  diftrufts  his  Eyes, 

Or  thinks  'twas  all  a  Dream. 
Some,  cenfure  this  as  Lewd  and  Low, 

Who  are  to  Bounty  blind  ; 
For  to  forget  what  we  beftow, 

Befpeaks  a  noble  Mind. 
Doris,  our  Thanks  nor  afks,  nor  needs, 

For  all  her  Favors  done : 
From  her  Love  flows,  as  Light  proceeds 

Spontaneous  from  the  Sun. 


On 
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On  one  or  other,  ftill  her  Fires 

Difplay  their  genial  Force  ; 
And  fhe,  like  Sol,  alone  retires, 

To  fhine  elfe where  of  Courfe. 

T  O 

(^  JLj  XLi  XL  A  • 

ELEGY. 

Sleep  !   thou  Flatterer  of  happy  Minds, 
How   foon    a  troubled  Breaft  thy  Falfe- 
hood  finds ! 
Thou  common  Friend,  officious  in  thy  Aid, 
Where  no  Difl:refs  is  fhown,  nor  Want  betray 'd: 
But  oh!  how  fwift,  how  fure  thou  art  to  fhun 
The  Wretch,  by  Fortune  or  by  Love  undone! 
Where  are  thy  gentle  Dews,  thy  fofter  Pow'rs, 
Which  us'd  to  wait  upon  my  Midnight  Hours? 
Whydoft  thou  ceafe  thy  hov'ringWings  to  fp  read. 
With  friendly  Shade  around  my  refi;lefs  Bed  ? 
Can  no  Complainings  thy  Compaffion  move  ? 
Is  thy  Antipathy  fo  ftrong  to  Love? 

O 


364     POEMS  upon  fever  al  Occasions, 
O  no  !  thou  art   the  profp'rous  Lover's  Friend, 
And  doft,  uncall'd,  his  pleafmg  Toils  attend. 
With  equal  Kindnefs,  and  with  rival  Charms, 
Thy  Slumbers  lull  him  in  his  fair  One's  Arms  ; 
Or  from  her  Bofom  he  to  thine  retires. 

Where  footh'd  with  Eafe,  the  panting  Youth  re- 
fpires, 

'Till  foft  Repofe  reftore  his  drooping  Senfe, 

And  Rapture  is  reliev'd  by  Indolence. 

But  oh !  what  Fortune  does  the  Lover  bear. 

Forlorn  by  thee,  and  haunted  by  Defpair! 

From  racking  Thoughts   by  jio   kind  Slumber 

freed, 

But  painful  Nights  his  joylefs  Days  fucceed. 

But  why,  dull  God,  do  I  of  thee  complain  ? 

Thou didftnotcaufe, nor  canft  thou  eafe  my  Pain. 

Forgive  what  my  difl;ra61ing  Grief  has  faid, 

I  own,  unjuftly  I  thy  Sloth  upbraid. 

For  oft  I  have  thy  proffer'd  Aid  repell'd, 

And  my  Relu61ant  Eyes  from  Reft  with-held ; 

Implor'd  the  Mufe  to  break  thy  gentle  Chains, 

And  fung  with  Philomel  my  nightly  Strains. 

With  her  I  fnig,  but  ceafe  not  with  her  Song^ 

For  more  enduring  Woes  my  Lays  prolong. 

The 
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The  Morning  Lark  to  mine  accords  his  Note, 
And  tunes  to  my  Diftrefs  his  warbling  Throat : 
Each  fetting  and  each  rifing  Sun  I  mourn. 
Wailing  alike  his  Abfence  and  Return. 
And  all  for  thee — What  had  I  well  nigh  faid? 
Letmenot  name  thee,  thou  too  charming  Maid! 
No — as  the  wing'd  Muficians  of  the  Grove, 
Th'  AfTociates  of  my  Melody  and  Love, 
In  moving  Sounds  alone  relate  their  Pain ; 
And  not  with  Voice  articulate  complain  ; 
So  fhall  my  Mufe  my  tuneful  Sorrows  fing. 
And  lofeinAirherName  from  whom  they  fpring. 
O  may  no  wakeful  Thoughts  her  Mind  moleft. 
Soft  be  her  Slumbers,  and  lincere  her  Reft: 
For  her,  O  Sleep,  thy  balmy  Sweets  prepare ; 
The  Peace  I  lofe  for  her,  to  her  transfer. 
Hufh'dasthefallingDews,whofenoifelefsShowrs 
Impearlthe  folded  Leaves  of  Ev'ningFlow'rs, 
Steal  on  her  Brow :  And  as  thofe  Dews  attend, 
'Till  warn'd  by  waking  Day  to  re-afcend; 
So  wait  thou  for  her  Morn  ;    then,  gently  rife. 
And  to  the  World  reftore  the  Day-break  of  her 
Eyes. 

T  O 
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TO 

Sir  GODFREY  KNELLER, 

Occafioned 

By  L y  s  Figure, 

1  Yield,  O  Kneller,  to  fuperior  Skill, 
Thy  Pencil  triumphs  o'er  the  Poet's  Quill: 
If  yet  my  vanquifli'd  Mufe  exert  her  Lays, 
It  is  no  more  to  Rival  thee,  but  Praife. 

Oft  have  I  try'd,  with  unavailing  Care, 
To  trace  fome  Image  of  the  much-lov'd  Fair ; 
But  flill  my  Numbers  inefFe6lual  prov'd. 
And  rather  fhow'd how  much,  than  whom,Ilov'd: 
But  thy  unerring  Hands,  with  matchlefs  Art, 
Have  ftiown  my  Eyes  th'  Impreffion  in  my  Heart ; 
The  bright  Idea  both  exifls  and  lives, 
Such  vital  Heat  thy  genial  Pencil  gives  : 
Whofe  daring  Point,  not  to  the  Face  confin'd. 
Can  penetrate  the  Heart,   and  paint  the  Mind. 
Others  fome  faint  Refemblance  may  exprefs, 
Which,as'tisdrawnbyChance,wefindby  Guefs. 

Thy 
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Thy  Pidures  raife   no  Doubts,  when  brought 

to  View, 

At  once  they're  known,  and  feem  to  know  us  too. 

Tranfcendent  Artift !    How  complete  thy  Skill! 

Thy  Pow'r  to  ac^,  is  equal  to  thy  Will. 

Nature  and  Art,  in  thee,  alike  contend, 

Not  to  oppofe  each  other,  but  befriend : 

For  what  thy  Fancy  has  with  Fire  defign'd, 

Is  by  thy  Skill,  both  temper'd  and  refin'd. 

As  in  thy  Figures,  Light  confents  with  Shade, 

And  each  to  other  is  fubfervient  made  ; 

Judgment  and  Genius  fo  concur  in  thee. 

And  both  unite  in  perfe6l  Harmony. 

But  After-days, myFriend,  muft  do  thee  Right, 

And  fet  thy  Virtues  in  unenvy'd  Light. 

Fame  due  to  vaft  Defert,  is  kept  in  Store, 

Unpay'd,  'till  the  Deferver  is  no  more. 

Yet,  thou,  in  prefent,  the  beft  Fart  haft  gain'd, 

And,  from  theChofenFew,  Applaufe  obtain'd  : 

Ev'n  He  who  beft  cou'd  judge  and  beft  cou'd 

praife, 

Has  high  extoli'd  thee,  in  his  deathlefs  Lays  ; 

Ev'n  Dryden  has  immortalis'd  thy  Name  ; 

Let  that  alone  fuffice  thee,  think  that.  Fame. 

Unfit 


368     POEMS  upon  feveral  Occafions, 
Unfit  I  follow,  where  he  led  the  Way, 
And  court  Applaufe,  by  what  I  feem  to  pay. 
Myfelf  I  praife,  while  I  thy  Praife  intend, 
For  'tis  fome  Virtue,  Virtue  to  commend: 
And,  next  toDeeds,  which  our  own  Honor  raife. 
Is,  to  diflinguifh  them  who  merit  Praife. 

T  O    A 

C      A      N      D      L      E. 

ELEGY. 

THOU  watchful  Taper,    by  whofe  fdent 
Light, 
I  lonely  pafs  the  melancholy  Night  ; 
Thou  faithful  Witnefs  of  my  fecret  Pain, 
To  whom  alone  I  venture  to  complain  ; 
O  learn  with  me,   my  hopelefs  Love  to  moan; 
Commiferate  a  Life  fo  like  thy  own. 
Like  thine,  my  Flames  to  my  Defl;ru6lion  turn, 
Wafting  that  Heart,  by  which  fupply 'd  they  burn . 
Like  thine,  my  Joy  and  SuflFering  they  difplay, 
At  once,  are  Signs   of  Life,  and  Symptoms  of 
Decay.  And 
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And  as  thy  fearful  Flames  the  Day  decline, 
And  only  during  Night  prefume  to  fliine  ; 
Their  humble  Rays  not  daring  to  afpire 
Before  the  Sun,  the  Fountain  of  their  Fire : 
So  mine,  with  confcious  Shame,  and  equal  Awe, 
To  Shades  obfcure  and  Solitude  withdraw  \ 
Nor  dare  their  Light  before  her  Eyes  difclofe. 
From  whofe  bright  Beams  their  Being  firft  arofe. 

0   V  I  D's 

THIRD     BOOK 

O  F     T  H  E       " 

ARTofLOVE. 

Tranflated  into  E JV^GLISH  VERSE. 

Wherein  he  recommends  Rules  and  hijlrudions  to  the  Fair 
Sex,  in  the  Conduct  of  their  Amours:  After  having  already 
compofed  two  Books  for  the  Ufe  ofM.cn,upon  the  fame  Sub- 
jeSl. 

^  I  ^HE  Men  are  arm'd,    and  for   the   Fight 

JL  prepare. 

And  now  we  rnuft  inftru6l  and  arm  the  Fair. 

Vol.  III.  A  a  Both 
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Both  Sexes,  well  appointed,  take  the  Field, 
And  mighty  Love  determine  which  fhall  yield. 
Man  were  ignoble,  when,  thus  arm'd,  to  fhow 
Unequal  Force  againft  a  naked  Foe : 
No  Glory  from  fuch  Conqueft  can  be  gain'd. 
And  Odds  are  always  by  the  Brave  difdain'd. 
But,fome  exclaim,whatPhrenfy  rules  your  Mind? 
Would  you  increafe  the  Craft  of  Woman-kind? 
Teach  them  newWiles  and  Arts?  As  well  you  may 
Inftru61  a  Snake  to  bite,  or  Wolf  to  prey. 
But,  fure,  too  hard  a  Cenfure  they  purfue. 
Who  charge  on  all,  the  Failings  of  a  few. 
Examine,  firft,  impartially  each  Fair, 
Then,  as  fhe  merits,  or  condemn,  or  fpare. 
W  Menelaus,  and  the  King  of  Men, 
Withjuflice,  of  their  Sifter- Wives  complain  ; 
If  falfe  ^  Eriphyle  forfook  her  Faith, 
And  for  Reward  procur'd  her  Hufband's  Death  ; 
Penelope  ^wd.s  Loyal  ftill,  and  Chafle, 
Tho'  twenty  Years  her  Lord  in  Abfence  pafs'd. 
Refle61  how  "^  Laodamias  Truth  was  try'd. 
Who,  tho'inBloomof  Youth, andBeauty'sPride, 
To  fhareher  Hufband's  Fate,  untimely  dy'd. 

Think 
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Think  how  ^  Alcejies  Piety  was  prov'd, 

Who  loft  her  Life,  to  fave  the  Man  fhe  lov'd. 

Receive  me,  Capaneus,  ^  Evadne  cry'd; 

Nor  Death  itfelf  our  Nuptials  fhall  divide: 

To  join  thy  Afties,  pleas'd  I  fhall  expire. 

She  faid,  and  leap'd  amid  the  Fun'ral  Fire. 

Virtue  ^  herfelf  a  Goddefs  we  confefs, 

Both  Female  in  her  Name  and  in  her  Drefs  ; 

No  Wonder  then,  if  to  her  Sex  inclin'd, 

She  cultivates  with  Care  a  Female  Mind. 

But  thefe  exalted  Souls  exceed  the  Reach 

Of  that  foft  Art,  which  I  pretend  to  teach. 

My  tender  Bark  requires  a  gentle  Gale, 

A  httle  Wind  will  fill  a  little  Sail. 

Of  fportful  Loves  I  fmg,  andftiow  what  Ways 

The  willingNymph  muft  ufe,her  Blifs  to  raife, 

And  how  to  captivate  the  Man  fhe'd  pleafe. 

Woman  is  foft,  and  of  a  tender  Heart, 

Apt  to  receive,  and  to  return  Love's  Dart: 

Man  has  a  Breaft  robuft,  and  more  fecure. 

It  wounds  him  not  fo  deep,  nor  hits  fo  fure. 

Men  oft  are  falfe;  and,  if  you  fearch  with  Care, 

You'll  find  lefs  Fraud  imputed  to  the  Fair. 

A  a  2  The 
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The  faithlefs  ^  Jafon  from  Medea  fled, 

And  made  Creufa  Partner  of  his  Bed. 

Bright  9  Ariadne,  on  an  unknown  Shore, 

Thy  Abfence,  perjur'd  Thefeus,  did  deplore. 

If  then,  the  wild  Inhabitants  of  Air 

Forbore  her  tender  lovely  Limbs  to  tear. 

It  was  not  owing,  Thefeus,  to  thy  Care. 

Enquire  the  Caufe,  and  let  Demophoon  tell. 

Why  '°  Phillis  by  a  Fate  untimely  fell. 

Nine  Times,  in  vain,  upon  the  promis'd  Day, 

She  fought  th'  appointed  Shore,  and  view'd  the 

Sea ; 
Her  Fall  the  fading  Trees  confent  to  mourn. 
And  ftied  their  Leaves  round  her  lamented  Urn. 

The  Prince  fo  far  for  Piety  renown'd. 
To  thee,  "  Eliza,  was  unfaithful  found ; 
To  thee  forlorn,  and  languifhing  with  Grief, 
His  Sword  alone  he  left,  thy  laft  Relief. 
Ye  ruin'd  Nymphs,  fhall  I  the  Caufe  impart 
Of  all  your  Woes?  'Twas  want  of  needful  Art. 
Love,  of  itfelf,   too  quickly  will  expire  ; 
But  pow'rful  Art  perpetuates  Defire. 
Women  had  yet  their  Ignorance  bewail'd, 
Had  not  this  Art  by  Venus  been  reveal'd. 

Before 
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Before  my  Sight  the  Cyprian  Goddefs  fhone. 
And  thus  flie  faid;   What  have  poor  Woraen  clone  1 
Why  is  that  weak,  defencelefs  Sex  exposed; 
On  evry  Side,  by  Men  well-arrnd,  enclosdf 
Tiuice  are  the  Men  injirudted  by  the  Mufe,  ' 
''Nor  mujijlie  now  to  teach  the  Sex  refufe. 
The  "  Bard  who  injur  d  Helen  in  his  Song, 
Recanted  after,  and  redrefsd  the  Wrong. 
And  yon,  if  on  my  Favor  you  depend, 
The  Caufe  of  Wom£n,  vjhile  you  live,  defend. 
This  faid,  a  Myrtle  Sprig,  which  Berries  bore. 
She  gave  me,  (for  a  Myrtle  Wreath  fhe  wore) 
The  Gift  receiv'd,  my  Senfe   enlighten'd  grew,' 
And  from  her  Prefence  Infpiration  drew. 
Attend,  ye  Nymphs,  by  Wedlock  unconfin'd. 
And  hear  my  Precepts,   while  fhe  prompts  my 

Mind. 
Ev'nnow,in  Bloom  of  Youth, and  Beauty's  Prime, 
Beware  of  coming  Age,  nor  wafle  your  Time  : 
Now,  while  you  may,  and  rip'ning  Years  invite, 
Enjoy  the  feafonable,  fweet  Delight: 
For  rolling  Years,  like  Healing  Waters,  glide ; 
Nor  hope  to  (lop  their  ever-ebbing  Tide : 

A  a  3  Think 
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Think  not,  hereafter  will  the  Lofs  repay ; 
For  ev'ry  Morrow  will  the  Tafte  decay. 
And  leave  lefs  Relifh  than  the  former  Day. 
Fvefeen  the  Time, when, on  that  wither'd  Thorn, 
The  blooming  Rofevy'd  with  theblufhingMorn; 
With   fragrant  Wreaths   I    thence  have  deck'd 

my  Head, 
And  fee,  how  leafiefs  now,  and  how  decay'd! 
And  you,  who  now  the  Love-fick  Youth  reject. 
Will  prove,  in  Age,  what  Pains  attend  Neglect. 
None,    then,   will  prefs   upon   your  Midnight 

Hours, 
Nor  wake,  to  ftrow  your  Street  with  Morning 

Flow'rs. 
Then  nightly  Knockings  at  your  Door  will  ceafe, 
Whofe  noifelefs  Hammer,    then,    may   reft  in 

Peace. 
Alas,  how  foon  a  clear  Complexion  fades  ! 
How  foon  a  wrinkled  Skin  plump  Flefh  invades ! 
And  what  avails  it,  tho'  the  Fair  One  fwears 
She  from  her  Infancy  had  fome  Gray  Hairs  ? 
She  grows  all  hoary  in  a  few  more  Years, 
And  then  the  venerable  Truth  appears. 

The 
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The  Snake  his  Skin,  the  Deer  his  Horns  may  caft. 
And  both  renew  their  Youth  and  Vigor  pafl : 
But  no  Receipt  can  Human-kind  relieve, 
Doom'd  to  decrepit  Age,  without  Reprieve. 
Then  crop  theFlow'r  which  yet  invites yourEye, 
And  which,  ungather'd,  on  its  Stalk  muft  die. 
Befides,  the  tender  Sex  is  form'd  to  bear, 
And  frequent  Births, toofoon  will  Youth  impair: 
Continual  Harveft  wears  the  fruitful  Field, 
And  Earth  itfelf  decays,  too  often  till'd. 
Thou    didfl   not,    Cynthia,   fcorn  the  '^  Latmian 

Swain  ; 
Nor  thou,  Aurora,  '*  Cephalus  difdain  ; 
The  Paphian  Queen,  who,  for  '^  Adonis   Fate, 
So  deeply  mourn'd,  and  who  laments  him  yet^ 
Has  not  been  found  inexorable  lince; 
Witnefs  ^^  Harmonia,  and  the  Dardan  Prince. 
Then  take  Example,  Mortals,  from  above, 
And  like  Immortals  live,  and  like  'em  love. 
Refufe  not  thofe  Delights,  which  Men  require, 
Nor  let  your  Lovers  languifli  with  Defire. 
Falfe  tho' they  prove,  whatLofs  can  you  fuftain? 
Thence  let  a  thoufand  take,  'twill  all  remain. 

A  a  4  Tho' 


37^    POEMS  upon  fever al  Occafions, 

Tho'  conflantUfe,  ev'n  Flint  and  Steel  impairs. 
What  you  employ  no  Diminution  fears. 
Who  would,  to  light  a  Torch,  their  Torch  deny? 
Or  who  can  dread  drinking  an  Ocean  dry? 
Still  Women  lofe,  you  cry,  if  Men  obtain : 
What  do  they  lofe,  that's  worthy  to  retain'^? 
Think  not  this  faid  to  proftitute  the  Sex, 
But  undeceive  whom  needlefs  Fears  perplex. 
Thus  far  a  gentle  Breeze  fupplies  our  Sail, 
Now  launch'd  to  Sea,  we  aflc  a  briflcer  Gale. 
And,  firft,  we  treat  of  Drefs.  The  v/ell-drefs'd  Vine 
Produces  plumpeft  Grapes,  and  richeft  Wine ; 
And  plenteous  Cropsof  golden  Grain  are  found, 
Alone,  to  grace  well-cultivated  Ground. 
Beauty's  the  Gift  of  Gods,  the  Sex  s  Pride! 
Yet,  to  how  many,  is  that  Gift  deny'd! 
Art  helps  a  Face ;  a  Face,  tho'  heav'nly  fair. 
May  quickly  fade  for  want  of  needful  Care. 
In  ancient  Days,  if  Women  flighted  Drefs, 
Then  Men  were  ruder  too,  and  lik'd  it  lefs. 
If  //^6%r's'^Spoufe  was  clad  in  ftubborn  Stuff, 
A  Soldier's  Wife  became  it  well  enough. 
Ajax,  to  fhield  his  ample  Bread,  provides 
Seven  lufty  Bulls,  and  tans  their  fturdy  Hides  ; 

And 
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And  might  not  he,  d'ye  think,  be  well  carefs'd, 
And  yet  his  Wife  not  elegantly  drefs'd? 
With  rude  Simplicity  Rome  firft  was  built, 
Which  now  we  fee  adorn'd,  and  carv'd,  and  gilt. 
This  '9  Capitol  with  that  of  Old  compare; 
Some  other  Jove,  you'd  think,  was  worfhipp'd 

there. 
That  lofty  Pile,  where  Senates  di6late  Law, 
When  Tatius  reignd,  was  poorly  thatch'd  with 

Straw : 
And  where  Apollo\  Fane  refulgent  ftands, 
Was  heretofore  a  Tra6l  of  Pafture-Lands. 
Let  ancient  Manners  other  Men  delight ; 
But  me  the  Modern  pleafe,  as  more  Polite. 
Not,  that  Materials  now  in  Gold  are  wrought, 
And  diftant  Shores  for  Orient  Pearls  are  fought; 
Nor  for,  that  Hills  exhauft  their  Marble  Veins^ 
AndStruclures  rifewhofe  Bulk  the  Seareflrains: 
But,  that  the  World  is  civilis'd  of  late, 
And  polifh'd  from  the  Ruft  of  former  Date. 
Let  not  the  Nymph  with  Pendants  load  her  Ear, 
Nor  in  Embroid'ry,  or  Brocade,  appear; 
Too  rich  a  Drefs  may  fometimes  check  Defire ;, 
And  Cleanlinefs  more  animate  Love  s  Fire. 

The 
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The  Hair  difpos'd,  may  gain  or  lofe  a  Grace, 
And  much  become,  or  mifbecome  the  Face. 
What  fuitsyour  Features,  of  your  Glafs  enquire, 
For  no  one  Rule  is  fix'd  for  Head-Attire. 
A  Face  too  long,  fliou'd  part  and  flat  the  Hair, 
Left,  upward  comb'd,  the  Length  too  much  ap- 
pear: 
So  Laodamia  drefs'd.      A  Face  too  round, 
Shou'd  fhow  the    Ears,    and  with  a  Tower  be 

crown'd. 
On  either  Shoulder,  one,  her  Locks  difplays ; 
Adorn'd  like  Phabiis,  when  he  fings  his  Lays  : 
Another,  all  her  TrelTes  ties  behind; 
So  drefs'd,  Diana  hunts  the  fearful  Hind. 
Diflievell'd  Locks  moft  graceful  are  to  fome ; 
Others,  the  binding  Fillets  more  become  : 
Some  plait,like  Spiral  Shells,  their  braided  Hair, 
Others,  the  loofe  and  waving  Curl  prefer. 
But,  to  recount  the  feveral  Dreffes  worn. 
Which  artfully  each  fev'ral  Face  adorn, 
Were  endlefs,  as  to  tell  the  Leaves  on  Trees, 
The  Beafts  on  Alpine  Hills,  or  Hyblas  Bees. 
Many  there  are,  who  feem  to  flight  all  Care, 
And  with  a  pleafmg  Negligence  enfnare  ; , 

Whole 
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Whole  Mornings  oft,  in  fuch  a  Drefs  are  fpent, 

And  all  is  Art,  that  looks  like  Accident. 

With  fuch  Diforder  '^^Tole  was  grac'd. 

When  great  Alcides  firft  the  Nymph  embrac'd. 

So  Ariadne  came  to  Bacchus   Bed, 

When  with  the  Conqueror  from  Crete  fhe  fled. 

Nature,  indulgent  to  the  Sex,  repays 
The  Lolfes  they  fuftain,  by  various  Ways. 
Men  ill  fupply  thofe  Hairs  they  flied  in  Age, 
Lofl,  like  Autumnal  Leaves,  when  North  Winds 

rage. 
Women,with  Juice  of  Herbs, grayLocksdifguife, 
And  Art  gives  Color  which  with  Nature  vies. 
The  well-wove  Towers  they  wear,  their  own  are 

thought : 
But  only  are  their  own,  as  what  they've  bought. 
Nor  need  they  blufli  to  buy  Heads  ready  drefs'd. 
And  choofe,  at  public  Shops,  whatfuits'em  belt. 

Coftly  Apparel  let  the  Fair  One  fly, 
Enrich'd  with  Gold,  or  with  the  Tyrian  Die. 
What  Folly  mull  in  fuch  Expence  appear, 
When  more  becoming  Colors  are  lefs  dear! 
One,  with  a  Die  is  ting'd  of  lovely  Blue; 
Such  as,  thro'  Air  ferene,  the  Sky  we  view. 

With 
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With  yellow  Luftre  fee  another  fpread. 
As  if  the  Golden  Fleece  compos'd  the  Thread. 
Some,  of  the  Sea-green  Wave  the  Call  difplay; 
With  this,  the  Naiads  their  bright  Forms  array :' 
And  fome,  the  Saffron  Hue  will  well  adorn; 
Such  is  the  Mantle  of  the  blufhing  Morn. 
Of  Myrtle  Berries,  one,  the  Tincture  fhows 
In  this,  of  Amethyfls,  the  Purple  glows. 
And,  that,  more  imitates  the  paler  Rofe. 
NorThracian  Cranes  forget,  whofe  filv'ry Plumes 
Give  Patterns,  which  employ  the  mimic  Looms. 
Nor  Almond,  nor  the  Chefnut  Die  difclaim  ; 
Nor  others,  which  from  Wax  derive  their  Name. 
As  Fields  you  find,  with  various  Flow'rs  o'er- 

fpread. 
When  Vineyards  bud,  and  Winter's  Froflisfled; 
So  various  are  the  Colors  you  may  try. 
Of  which,  the  thirfty  Wool  imbibes  the  Die. 
Try  ev'ry  one  ;   what  beft  becomes  you,  wear; 
For  no  Complexion  all  alike  can  bear. 
If  fair  the  Skin,  Black  may  become  it  befl:, 
In  Black  the  lovely  Fair  ^'' Brijeis  drefs'd: 
If  brown  the  Nymph,  letherbecloth'din  White, 
Andromeda-^  fo  charm'd  the  wond'ring  Sight. 

I 
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I  need  not  warn  you  of  too  pow'rful  Smells, 
Which,  fometimes  Health,  or  kindly  Heat  expels. 
Nor,  from  your  tender  Legs  to  pluck  with  Care 
The  cafual  Growth  of  all  unfeemly  Hain 
Tho'  not  to  Nymphs  of^^Caucafus  I  ling, 
Norfuch  who  tafle  remote  the  Myfian^'^  Spring; 
Yet,  let  me  warn  you,  that,  thro'  no  Negle^i, 
■You  let  your  Teeth  difclofe  the  leaft  Defed. 
You  know  the  Ufe  of  White  to  make  you  fair, 
And  how,  with  Red^  lofl  Color  to  repair; 
Imperfe6l  Eye-brows  you  by  Art  can  mend. 
And  Skin,  when  wanting,  o'er  a  Scar  extend. 
Nor  need  the  Fair  One  be  afham'd,  who  tries, 
By  Art,  to  add  new  Luftre  to  her  Eyes. 

A  little  Book  ^^  I've  made,  but  with  great  Care, 
How  to  preferve  the  Face,  and  how  repair. 
In  that,  the  Nymphs,  by  Time  or  Chance  an- 

noy'd. 
May  fee,  what  Pains  to  pleafe  'em  I've  employ 'd. 
But,  ftill  beware,  that  from  your  Lover's  Eye 
You  keep  conceal'd  the  Med'cines  you  apply: 
Tho'  Art  afTifts,  yet  muft  that  Art  be  hid. 
Left,  whom  it  would  invite,  it  fhould  forbid. 

Who 
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Who  would  not  take  Offence,  to  fee  a  Face 
All  daub'd,  and  dripping  with  the  melted  Greafe? 
And  tho'  your  Unguents  bear  th'  Athenian  Name, 
The  Wool's  unfavry  Scent  is  ftill  the  fame. 
Marrow  of  Stags,  nor  your  Pomatums  try, 
Nor  clean  your  furry  Teeth,  when  Men  are  by; 
For  many  Things,  when  done,  afford  Delight, 
Which  yet,  while  doing,  may  offend  the  Sight. 
Even  Myro's  ^^  Statues,  which  for  Art  furpafs 
All  others,  once  were  but  a  fhapelefs  Mafs ; 
Rude  was  that  Gold  which  now  in  Rings  is  worn. 
As  once  the  Robe  you  wear  was  Woolunfhorn. 
Think,  how  that  Stone  rough  in  the  Quarry  grew. 
Which,  now,  a  perfed;  Venus  ftiows  to  View. 
While  we  fuppofe  you  fleep,  repair  your  Face, 
Lock'd  from  Obfervers,  in  fome  fecret  Place. 
Add  the  lad  Hand,  before  yourfelves  you  fhow; 
Your  Need  of  Art ,  why  fhould  your  Lover  know? 
For  many  Things,  when  moil  conceal'd,  arebeff; 
And  few,  of  ftricfl;  Enquiry,  bear  the  Teft. 
Thofe  Figures  which  in  Theatres  are  feen, 
Gilded  without,  are  common  Wood  within. 
But  no  Spe^lators  are  allow'd  to  pry. 
Till  all  is  finilh'd,  which  allures  the  Eye, 

Yet 
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Yet,  I  mufl  own,  it  oft  affords  Delight, 
To  have  the  Fair  One  comb  her  Hair  in  Sight; 
To  view  the  flowing  Honors  of  her  Head 
Fall  on  her  Neck,  and  o'er  her  Shoulders  fpread. 
But  let  her  look,  that  fhe  with  Care  avoid 
All  fretful  Humors,  while  fhe's  fo  employ 'd; 
Let  her  not  flill  undo,  with  peevifh  Hafte, 
All  that  her  Woman  does ;  who  does  her  beft. 
I  hate  a  Vixen,  that  her  Maid  alfails, 
And  fcratches  with  her  Bodkin,  or  her  Nails ; 
While  the  poor  Girl  in  Blood  and  Tears  mufl 

mourn. 
And  her  Heart  curfes,  what  her  Hands  adorn. 

Let  her  who  has  no  Hair,  or  has  but  fome, 
Plant  Centinels  before  her  Dreffing-Room: 
Or  in  the  Fane  of  the  good  Goddefs  drefs. 
Where  all  the  Male-kind  are  debarr'd  Accefs. 

Tis  faid,  that  I  (but  'tis  a  Tale  devis'd) 
A  Lady  at  her  Toilet  once  furpris'd; 
Who  flarting,  fnatch'd  in  Haffe  the  Tower  fhe 

wore, 
Andin  her  Hurry,  plac'd  the  hinder  Part  before. 
But  on  our  Foes  fall  ev'ry  fuch  Difgrace, 
Or  barb'rous  Beauties  of  the  Parthian  Race. 

Un- 
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Ungraceful  'tis  to  fee  without  a  Horn, 
The  lofty  Hart,  whom  Branches  beft  adorn; 
A  leaflefs  Tree,  or  an  unverdant  Mead; 
And  as  ungraceful  is  a  hairlefs  Head. 

But  think  not,  thefe  Inftru61;ions  are  defign'd 
For  firft-rate  Beauties,  of  the  finifh'd  Kind: 
Not  to  a  Semele,  or  ^''  Leda  bright. 
Nor  an  '^  Europa,  thefe  my  Rules  I  write; 
Nor  the  fair  Helen  do  I  teach,  whofe  charms 
Stirr'd  up  Atrides,  and  all  Greece,  to  Arms  : 
Thee  to  regain,  well  was  that  War  begun, 
And  Paris  well  defended  what  he  won  ; 
What  Lover,  or  what  Hufband,  would  not  fight 
In  fuch  a  Caufe,  where  both  are  in  the  right? 

The  Crowd,  I  teach,  fome  homely,  and  fome 
fair; 
But  of  the  former  Sort,  the  larger  Share. 
The  handfome,  leaft  require  the  Help  of  Art, 
Richinthemfelves,andpleas'dwithNature'sPart. 
When  calm  the  Sea,  at  eafe  the  Pilot  lies. 
But  all  his  Skill  exerts  when  Storms  arife. 

Faults  in  your  Perfon,  or  your  Face,  corre(5i; 
And  few  are  feen  that  have  not  fome  Defed. 

The 
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TheNymph  too  (hort,  her  Seat  fhouldfeldom  quit. 
Left,  when  (lie  ftands,  fhe  maybe  thought  to  fit; 
And  when  extended  on  her  Couch  fhe  hes, 
Let  Length  of  Petticoats  conceal  her  Size. 
The  Lean,    of  thick-wrought  Stuff  her  Clothes 

fhould  choofe, 
And  fuller  made,  than  what  the  Plumper  ufe. 
If  Pale,  let  her  the  Crimfon  Juice  apply ; 
If  Swarthy,  to  the  ^^  Pharian  Varnifh  fly. 
A  Leg  too  lank,  tight  Garters  ftill  muft  wear; 
Nor  fliould  an  ill-fhap'd  Foot  be  ever  bare. 
Round  Shoulders,  3°  bolfter'd,  will  appear  the 

leaft; 
And  lacing  ftrait,  confines  too  full  a  Breaft. 
Whofe  Fingers  are  too  fat,  and  Nails  too  coarfe. 
Should  always  fhun  muchGefture  in  Difcourfe. 
And  you,  whofe  Breath  is  touch'd,  this  Caution 

take, 
Nor  fafting,  nor  too  near  another  fpeak. 
Let  not  the  Nymph  with  Laughter  much  abound, 
Whofe  Teeth  are  black,  uneven,  or  unfound: 
You  hardly  think  how  much  on  this  depends. 
And  how  a  Laugh,  or  fpoils  a  Face,  or  mends. 

Vol.  hi.  B  b  Gape 


386     POEMS  upon  fever al  Occafions, 

Gape  not  too  wide,  left  you  difclofe  your  Gums, 
And  lofe  the  Dimple  which  the  Cheek  becomes. 
Nor  let  your  Sides  tooftrongConcuflions  fhake. 
Left  you  the  Softnefs  of  the  Sex  forfake. 
In  fome,  Diilortions  quite  the  Face  difguife; 
Another  laughs^  that  you  would  think  fhe  cries. 
In  one,  too  hoarfe  a  Voice  we  hear  betray'd. 
Another's  is  as  harfh  as  if  fhe  bray'd. 

What  cannot  Art  attain !  Many,  with  Eafe, 
Have  learn'd  to  weep,  both  when  and  how  they 

pleafe. 
Others,   thro'  AfFefetion^  lifp^  and  find. 
In  Imperfe61ion,  Charms  to  catch  Mankind, 

Negle(^noMeans  which  may  promote  your  Ends; 

Now  learn  what  Way  of  Walking  recommends. 

Too  Mafculine  a  Motion  fhocks  the  Sight; 

But  Female  Grace  allures  with  ftrange  Delight, 

One  has  an  artful  Swing  and  Jut  behind, 

Which  helps  her  Coats  to  catch  thefwellingWind; 

Swell'd  with  the  wanton  Wind,  they  loofelyflow. 

And  ev'ry  Step  and  graceful  Motion  fhow. 

Another,  like  an  ^^  Umbrians  fturdy  Spoufe, 

Strides  all  the  Space  her  Petticoat  allows. 

Between 


POEMS  upon  fever  al  Occafions,     3  87 

Between  Extremes,  in  this,  a  Mean  adjuft^ 
Nor  fhow  too  nice  a  Gait,  nor  too  robuft. 

If  fnowy  white  yourNeck,  you  flill  fhouldwear 
That,  and  the  Shoulder  of  the  left  Arm,  bare. 
Such  Sights  ne'er  fail  to  fire  my  ani'rous  Heart, 
And  make  me  pant  to  kifs  the  naked  Part. 

^^  Sirens^  tho'  Monfters  of  the  flormy  Main, 
Can  Ships,  when  under  Sail,  with  Songs,  detain: 
Scarce  could  Ulyjfes  by  his  Friends  be  bound, 
When  firil  he  liiten'd  to  the  charming  Sound. 
Singing  infmuates:   Learn,  all  ye  Maids; 
Oft,  when  a  Face  forbids,  a  Voice  perfuades : 
Whether  on  Theatres  loud  Strains  we  hear. 
Or  in  Rue  lies  fome  foft  Egyptian  Air. 
Well  fhall  fhe  fmg,  of  whom  I  make  my  Choice, 
And  with  her  Lute  accompany  her  Voice. 
The  Rocks  were  {lirr'd,the  Beafts  to  liften  ftay'd. 
When  on  his  Lyre  melodious  33  Or^/z^z^iplay'd; 
Ev'n  Cerberus  and  Hell  that  Sound  obey'd. 
And  Stones  officious  were,  thy  Walls  to  raife, 
O  Thebes,  attra61ed  by  3^^  Amphions  Lays. 
The  Dolphin,  dumb  itfelf,  thy  Voice  admir'd, 
And  was,  3^  Arion,  by  thy  Songs  infpir'd. 

B  b  2  Of 
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Of  fweet  3^  Cailimachus  the  Works  rehearfe^ 
And  read  ^^  Pkiletas  and  ^^  Anacreons  Verfe. 
Terentian  Plays  may  much  the  Mind  improve; 
But  fofteft  39  Sapho  beft  inftru61s  to  Love. 
Propertius,  Galliis,  and  ^°  Tibullus  read, 
And  let  ^'  Varronian  Verfe  to  thefe  fucceed. 
Then  mighty  Maro's  Work  with  Care  perufe; 
Of  all  the  Latian  Bards  the  nobleft  Mufe. 
Ev'n  I,  'tis  poffible,  in  After-days, 
May  'fcape  Oblivion,  and  be  nam'd  with  thefe. 
My  labor'd  Lines,  fome  Readers  may  approve. 
Since  Fve  inftru61ed  either  Sex  in  Love. 
Whatever  Book  you  read  of  this  foft  Art, 
Read  with  a  Lover's  Voice,  and  Lover's  Heart. 

Tender  Epiilles  too,  by  me  are  fram'd, 
A  Work  before  unthought  of,  and  unnam'd. 
Such  was  your  facred  Will,  O  tuneful  Nine! 
Such  thine,  Apollo,  and  Lyceus,  thine  ! 

Still  unaccomplifli'd  may  the  Maid  be  thought , 
Who  gracefully  to  dance  was  never  taught: 
That  adive  Dancing  may  to  Love  engage, 
Witnefs  the  well-kept  Dancers  of  the  Stage. 

Of  fome  odd  Trifles  Fm  afham'd  to  tell, 
Tho'  it  becomes  the  Sex  to  trifle  well ; 

To 
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To  raffle  prettily,  or  llur  a  Die, 
Implies  both  Cunning  and  Dexterity. 
Nor  is't  amifs  at  Chefs  to  be  expert, 
For  Games  moft  thoughtful,  fometimes,  mofl  di- 
vert. 
Learn  ev'ry  Game,  you'll  find  it  prove  of  life; 
Parties  begun  at  Play,  may  Love  produce. 
But,  eafier  'tis  to  learn  how  Bets  to  lay, 
Than  how  to  keep  your  Temper  while  you  play. 
Unguarded  then,  each  Breafl  is  open  laid, 
And  while  theHead's  intent, theHeart'sbetray'd. 
Then,  bafe  Defire  of  Gain,  then.  Rage  appears, 
Quarrels  and  Brawls  arife,  and  anxious  Fears; 
Then,   Clamors  and  Revilings  reach  the  Sky, 
While  lofmg  Gamefters  all  the  Gods  defy. 
Then  horrid  Oaths  are  utter'd  ev'ry  Call; 
They  grieve, and  curfe, and  ftorm, nay  weepatlaft. 
Good  Jove  avert  fuch  fliameful  Faults  as  thefe. 
From  ev'ry  Nymph  whofe  Heart's   inclind   to 

pleafe. 
Soft  Recreations  fit  the  Female-kind; 
Nature,  for  Men,  has  rougher  Sports  defign'd  : 
To  wield  the  Sword,  and  hurl  the  pointed  Spear ; 
To  ftop,  or  turn  the  Steed,  in  full  Career. 

B  b  3  Tho' 
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Tho' martial  Fields  illfuit  your  tender  Frames, 
Nor  may  you  fwim  in  Tiber  s  rapid  Streams ;  , 
Yet  when  Sol's  burning  Wheels  from  Leo  drive, 
And  at  the  glowing  ^^  Virgin's  Sign  arrive, 
'Tis  both  allow'd,  and  fit,  you  fhou'd  repair 
To  pleafant  Walks,  and  breathe  refrelhing  Air. 
To  Pompeys  ^^  Gardens,  or  the  fhady  Groves 
Which  Cajar  honors,  and  which  Photbus  loves : 
Phoebus  ^^,  who  funk  the  proud  Egyptian  Fleet, 
And  made  Augujius  Vi6lory  complete. 
Or  feek  thofe  Shades,  where  Monuments  of  Fame 
Are  rais'd,  to  Livia's  and  '^^O^avias  Name; 
Or,  where  '^^  Agrippa  firfl  adorn'd  the  Ground, 
When  he  with  Naval  Vi61ory  was  crown'd. 
To  Ifis  ^^  Fane,  to  Theatres  refort; 
And  in  the  Circus  fee  the  noble  Sport. 
In  ev'ry  public  Place,  by  turns,  be  fhown; 
In  vain  you  re  Fair,  while  you  remain  unknown. 
Should  you,  in  fmging,  ^^Thamyras  tranfcend; 
Your  Voice  unheard,  who  could  your  Skill  com- 
mend? 
Had  not  ^^  Apelles  drawn  the  Sea-born  Queen, 
Her  Beauties,  ftiil,  beneath  the  Waves  had  been. 

Poets 
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Poets  infpir'd,  write  only  for  a  Name, 
And  think  their  Labors  well  repaid  with  FamCc 
In  former  Days,  I  own,  the  Poets  were 
Of  Gods  and  Kings  the  moft  peculiar  Care; 
Majeftic  Awe  was  in  the  Name  allow'd^ 
And,  they,  with  rich  PofTeffions  were  endow'd, 
Ennius  ^°  with  Honors  was  by  Scipio  grac'd. 
And,  next  his  own,  the  Poet's  Statue  plac'd. 
But  now  their  Ivy  Crowns  bear  no  Efleem, 
And  all  their  Learning's  thought  an  idle  Dream» 
Still   there's   a   Pleafure,  that  proceeds  from 

Praife: 
What  could  the  high  Renown  oi  Homer  raife. 
But  that  he  fung  his  Iliad's  deathlefs  Lays? 

Who  could  have  been  of  ^'  Danaes  Charms 
affur'd. 
Had  flie  grown  old,  within  her  Tow'r  immur'd? 
This,  as  a  Rule,  let  ev'ry  Nymph  purfue. 
That  'tis  her  Int'refl;  oft  to  come  in  View. 

A  hungry  Wolf  at  all  the  Herd  will  run. 
In  Hopes,  thro'  many,  to  make  fure  of  one. 
So,  let  the  Fair,  the  gazing  Crowd  affail, 
That  over  one,  at  l^aft,  flie  may  prevail. 


Bb4  la 
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In  ev'ry  Place,  to  pleafe,  be  all  her  Thought; 
Where,  fometimes,  leaftwe  think,  theFifhis  caught. 
Sometimes,  all  Day,  we  hunt  the  tedious  Foil, 
Anon,  the  Stag  himfelf  fhall  feek  the  Toil. 

How  cou'd  Andromeda  once  doubt  Relief, 
Whofe  Charms  were  heighten'd  and  adorn'd  by 

Grief? 
The  widow'd  Fair,  who  fees  her  Lord  expire, 
While  yet  flie  weeps,  may  kindle  new  Defire, 
And  Hymens  Torch  re-light  with  fun'ral  Fire. 
Beware  of  Men  who  are  too  fprucely  drefs'd: 

And  look,  you  fly  wath  Speed  a  Fop  profefs'd. 

Such  Tools,  to  you  and  to  a  Thoufand  more 
Will  tell  the  fame  dull  Story  o'er  and  o'er. 
This  Way  and  that,  unfteadily  they  rove, 

And  never  fix'd,  are  Fugitives  in  Love. 

Such  flutt'ringThings  allWomen  fure  fhouldhate, 

Light,  as  themfelves,  and  more  Effeminate. 

Believe  me;   all  I  fay  is  for  your  Good; 

Had  ^'  Priam  been  believ'd,  Troy  dill  had  flood. 
Many,  with  bafe  Defigns,  will  Paflion  feign, 

Who  know  no  Love,  but  fordid  Love  of  Gain, 

But  let  not  powder'd  Heads,  nor  effenc'd  Hair, 

Your  well-believing,  eafy  Hearts  enfnare. 

Rich 
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Rich  Clothes  are  oft  by  common  Sharpers  worn. 
And  Diamond  Rings  felonious  Hands  adorn. 
So,  may  your  Lover  burn  with  fierce  Defire, 
Your  Jewels  to  enjoy,  and  beft  Attire. 
Poor  Cloe  robb'd,   runs  crying  thro' the  Streets; 
And  as  flie  runs.  Give  77ie  my  own,  repeats. 
How  often,  ^^  Venus,  haft  thou  heard  fuch  Cries, 
And  laugh'd  amidft  xhy  Appian  Votaries? 
Some  fo  notorious  are,  their  very  Name 
Mufl  ev'ry  Nymph  whom  they  frequent,  defame. 
Be  warn'd  by  Ills,  which  others  have  deftroy'd, 
And  faithlefs  Men  with  conftant  Care  avoid. 
Truft  not  a  Thejeus,  fair  Athenian  Maid, 
Who  has  fo  oft  th'  attefling  Gods  betray'd. 
And  thou,  Demophoon,  Heir  to  Thejeus  Crimes, 
Haft  loll:  thy  Credit  to  all  future  Times. 

Promife  for  Promife,  equally  afford. 
But  once  aContradmade,  keep  well  your  Word. 
For,  fhe  for  any  A61  of  Hell  is  fit, 
And,  undifmay'd,  may  Sacrilege  commit; 
With  impious  Hands  cou'd  quench  the  veftalFire, 
Poifon  her  Huft^and;  in  her  Arms,  for  Hire, 
Who,  firft,  to  take  a  Lover's  Gift  complies. 
And  then  defrauds  him,  and  his  Claim  denies. 

But 
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But  hold,  my  Mufe,  check  thy  unruly  Horfe, 
And  more  in  Sight  purfue  th'  intended  Courfe. 

If  Love  Epiftles,  tender  Lines  impart, 
And  Billet-doux  are  fent,  to  found  your  Heart, 
Let  all  fuch  Letters,  by  a  faithful  Maid, 
Or  Confident,  be  fecretly  convey'd. 
Soon  from  the  Words  you'll  judge,  if  read  with 

Care, 
When  feign'd  a  Paffion  is,  and  when  fincere. 
Ere  in  return  you  write,  fome  Time  require; 
Delays,  if  not  too  long,  increafe  Defire : 
Nor  let  the  preffing  Youth  with  Eafe  obtain^ 
Nor  yet  refufe  him  with  too  rude  Difdain. 
Now,  let  his  Hopes,  now,  let  his  Fears  increafe^ 
But  by  Degrees,  let  Fear  to  Hope  give  Place. 

Be  fure  avoid  fet  Phrafes,  when  you  write. 
The  ufual  Way  of  Speech  is  more  polite. 
How  have  I  feen  the  puzzled  Lover  vex'd. 
To  read  a  Letter  with  hard  Words  perplex'd! 
A  Stile  too  coarfe,  takes  from  a  handfome  Face^ 
And  makes  us  wifh  an  uglier  in  its  Place. 

But  fmce  (tho'  Chaftity  be  not  your  Care) 
You  from  your  Hufbandftillwou'd  hide  th' Affair, 

Write 
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Write  to  no  Stranger  'till  his  Truth  be  try'd; 
Nor  in  a  foolifh  MefTenger  confide. 
What  Agonies  that  Woman  undergoes, 
Whofe  Hand  the  Traitor  threatens  to  expofe; 
Who  rafhly  trufling,  dreads  to  be  deceiv'd. 
And  lives  for  ever  to  that  Dread  enflav'd ! 
Such  Treachery  can  never  be  furpafs'd. 
For  thofe  Difcov'ries,  fure  as  Lightning,  blafl. 
Might  I  advife.  Fraud  fhou'd  with  Fraud  be  paid; 
Let  Arms  repel  all  who  with  Arms  invade. 

ButfinceyourLetters  may  bebrought  to  Light, 
What,  if  in  feveral  Hands,  youlearn'd  to  write? 
My  Curfe  on  him  who  firil  the  Sex  betray 'd, 
And  this  Advice  fo  neceflary  made. 
Nor  let  your  Pocket-Book  two  Hands  contain, 
Firft,  rub  your  Lover's  out,  then  write  again. 
Still  one  Contrivance  more  remains  behind, 
Which  you  may  ufe  as  a  convenient  Blind; 
As  if  to  Women  writ,  your  Letters  frame. 
And  let  your  Friend  to  you  fubfcribe  a  Female 
Name. 

Now,  greater  Things  to  tell,  my  Mufe  prepare. 
And  clap  on  all  the  Sail  the  Bark  can  bear. 

Let 
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Let  no  rude  Paffions  in  your  Looks  find  Place ; 
For  Fury  will  deform  the  fineft  Face  : 
It  fwells  the  Lips,  and  blackens  all  the  Veins, 
While  in  the  Eye  a  Gorgon  Horror  reigns. 

When  on  her  Flute  divine  ^^  Minerva  play'd. 
And  in  a  Fountain  faw  the  Change  it  made, 
Swelling  her  Cheek:  She  flung  it  quick  afide  ; 
Mor  is  thy  Miific  Jo  muck  worth,  (he  cry'd. 
Look  in  your  Glafs,  when  you  with  Anger  glow, 
And  you'll  confefs,    you  fcarce  yourfelves  can 

know: 
Nor  with  exceffive  Pride  infult  the  Sight, 
For  gentle  Looks,  alone,  to  Love  invite. 
Believe  it  as  a  Truth  that's  daily  try'd, 
There's  Nothing  more  deteftable  than  Pride. 
How  have  I  feen  fome  Airs  Difguft  create, 
''  Like  Things  which  by  Antipathy  we  hate'/' 
Let  Looks  with  Looks,  and  Smiles  with  Smiles 

be  paid, 
And  when  your  Lover  bows,  incline  your  Head. 
So,  Love  preluding,  plays  at  firft  with  Hearts, 
And  after  wounds  with  deeper  piercing  Darts. 
Nor  me  a  melancholy  Miftrefs  charms ; 
Let  ia.d  ^^Tecme/fa  weep  in  Ajax  Arms. 

Let 
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Let  mourning  Beauties,  fullen  Heroes  move ; 
We  chearful  Men,  like  Gaiety  in  Love. 
Let  Hector  in  Andromache  delight, 
Who,  in  bewailing  Troy,  waftes  all  the  Night. 
Had  they  not  both  born  Children  (to  be  plain) 
I  ne'er  cou'd  think  they'd  with  theirHufbands  lain. 
I  no  Idea  in  my  Mind  can  frame, 
That  either  one  or  t'other  doleful  Dame, 
Cou'd  toy,  cou'd  fondle,  or  cou'd  call  their  Lords 
My  Life,  my  Soul ;  or  fpeak  endearing  Words. 

Why,  from  Comparifons  fhould  I  refrain. 
Or,  fear  fmall  Things  by  greater  to  explain? 
Obferve  what  Conduct  prudent  Gen'rals  ufe. 
And  how  their  fev'ral  Officers  they  choofe ; 
To  one,  a  Charge  of  Infantry  commit, 
Another,  for  the  Horfe,  is  thought  more  fit. 
So  you  your  fev'ral  Lovers  fhould  fele6l. 
And,  as  you  find  'em  qualify'd,  dire6]:. 
The  wealthy  Lover,  Store  of  Gold  ftiould  fend; 
TheLawyer  fhould, inCourts,yourCaufe  defend. 
We,  who  write  Verfe,  with  Verfe  alone  fhould 

bribe ; 
Moft  apt  to  Love  is  all  the  tuneful  Tribe. 


By 
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By  us,  your  Fame  ftiall  thro'  the  World  be  blaz'd ; 
So  ^^ Nemefis^  fo  Cynthias  Name  was  rais'd. 
From  Eafl  to  Weft,  Lycoris  Praifes  ring ; 
Nor  are  Commas  filent,  whom  we  fmg. 
No  Fraud,  the  Poet's  facred  Breaft  can  bear ; 
Mild  are  his  Manners,  and  his  Heart  fincere. 
Nor  Wealth  hefeeks,  nor  feels  Ambition's  Fires, 
Butfhuns  theBar;  and  Books  andShades  requires. 
Too  faithfully,  alas!  we  know  to  love. 
With  Eafe  we  fix,  but  we  with  Pain  remove ; 
Our  fofter  Studies  with  our  Souls  combine. 
And  both  to  Tendernefs  our  Hearts  incline. 
Be  gentle.  Virgins,  to  the  Poet's  Pray'r, 
The  God  that  fills  him,  and  the  Mufe  revere  ; 
Something  Divine  is  in  us,  and  from  Heav'n 
Th'  infpiring  Spirit  can  alone  be  giv'n. 
'Tis  Sin,  a  Price  from  Poets  to  exa(9c ; 
But  'tis  a  Sin  no  Woman  fears  to  a6l. 
Yet  hide,  howe'er,  your  Avarice  from  Sight, 
Left  you  too  foon  your  new  Admirer  fright. 

As  fkilful  Riders  rein,    with  diff 'rent  Force, 
A  new-back'd  Courfer,  and  a  well-train'd  Horfe ; 
Do  you,  by  difFrent  Management,  engage 
The  Man  in  Years,  and  Youth  of  greener  Age, 

This, 
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This,  while  the  Wiles  of  Love  are  yet  unknown. 
Will  gladly  cleave  to  you,  and  you  alone: 
With  kind  Carefles  oft  indulge  the  Boy, 
And  all  the  Harveft  of  his  Heart  enjoy. 
Alone,  thus  blefs'd,  of  Rivals  moll  beware  ; 
JSfor  Love,  nor  Empire,  can  a  Rival  hear. 
Men  more  difcreetly  love,  when  more  mature. 
And  many  Things,   which  Youth  difdains,  en- 
dure; 
No  Windows  break,  nor  Houfes  fet  on  Fire, 
Nor  tear  their  own,  or  MiftrefTes  Attire. 
In  Youth,  the  boiling  Blood  gives  Fury  vent, 
But,  Men  in  Years,  more  calmly  Wrongs  refent: 
As  Wood  when  green,  or  as  a  Torch  when  wet, 
They  flowly  burn,  but  long  retain  their  Heat. 
Morebrightis  youthful  Flame,  but  fooner  dies  ; 
Then,  fwiftly  feize  the  Joy  that  fwiftly  flies. 

Thus,  all  betraying  to  the  beauteous  Foe, 
How,  furely  to  enflave  ourfelves,  we  fhow. 
To  truft  a  Traitor,  you'll  no  Scruple  make, 
Who  is  a  Traitor  only  for  your  Sake. 

Who  yields  too  foon,  will  foon  herLover  lofe ; 
Wou'd  you  retain  him  long,  then  long  refufe. 


Oft, 
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Oft,  at  your  Door,  make  him  for  Entrance  wait. 
There  let  him  he,  and  threaten  and  entreat. 
When  cloy'd  with  Sweets,  Bitters  the  Tafte  re- 

fhore; 
Ships,  by  fair  Winds,  are  fometimes  run  afhore. 
Hence  fp rings  the  Coldnefs  of  a  marry'd  Life, 
The  Hufband,  when  he  pleafes,  has  his  Wife. 
Bar  but  your  Gate,  and  let  your  Porter  cry 
Here's  no  Admittance,  Sir;  I  miift  deny: 
The  very  Hufband,  fo  repuls'd,  will  find 
A  growing  Inclination  to  be  kind. 

Thus  far,  with  Foils  you've  fought ;   thofe 
laid  afide, 
I,^  now,  fharp  Weapons  for  the  Sex  provide; 
Nor  doubt,  againfl  myfelf,  to  fee   em  try'd.     J 

When  firft   a  Lover  you  defign  to  charm. 
Beware,  left  Jealoufy  his  Soul  alarm; 
Make  him  believe,  with  all  the  Skill  you  can, 
That  he,  and  only  he's  the  happy  Man. 
Anon,  by  due  Degrees,  fmall  Doubts  create, 
And  let  him  fear  fome  Rival's  better  Fate. 
Such  little  Arts  make  Love  its  Vigor  hold, 
Which  elfe  wou'd  languifh,  and  too  foon  grow 
old. 

Then, 


> 
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Then  ftrains  the  Courfer  to  outftrip  the  Wind, 
When  one  before  him  runs,  and  one  he  hears 

behind. 
Love,  when  extinct,  Sufpicionsmay  revive; 
I  own,  when  mine's  fecure,  'tis  fcarce  alive. 
Yet,  one  Precaution  to  this  Rule  belongs  ; 
Let  us  at  moil  fufpe(51,  not  prove  our  Wrongs. 
Sometimes,  your  Lover  to  incite  the  more. 
Pretend,  your  Hufband's  Spies  befet  the  Door: 
Tho'  free  as  ^^  Thais,  ftill  affe^  a  Fright; 
For,  feeming  Danger  heightens  the  Delight. 
Oft  let  the  Youth  in  thro'  your  Window  Ileal, 
Tho'  he  might  enter  at  the  Door  as  well; 
And,  fometimes,  letyourMaid  Surprife  pretend. 
And  beg  you,  in  fome  Hole  to  hide  your  Friend. 
Yet,  ever  and  anon,  difpel  his  Fear, 
And  let  him  tafte  of  Happinefs  fmcere; 
Left,  quite  difhearten'd  with  too  much  Fatigue, 
He  fhou'd  grow  weary  of  the  dull  Intrigue. 

But  I  forget  to  tell,  how  you  may  try 
Both  to  evade  the  Hufband,  and  the  Spy. 

That  Wives  fhou'd  of  their  Hufbands  ftand 
in  Awe, 
Agrees  with  Juftice,  Modefty,  and  Law: 

Vol.  HL  Cc  But, 
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But,  that  a  Miflrefs  may  be  lawful  Prize, 
None,  but  her  Keeper,  I  am  fure,  denies. 
Forfuchfair  Nymphs,  thefePrecepts  aredefign'd, 
Which  ne'er  canfail,  join'd  with  a  willing  Mind. 
Tho'ftuck  with  ^'^  Argus   Eyes  your  Keeper  were, 
Advis'd  by  me,  you  (liall  elude  his  Care. 

When  you  to  wafh  or  bathe  retire  from  Sight, 
Can  he  obferve  what  Letters  then  you  write? 
Or,  can  his  Caution  againft  fuch  provide, 
Which,  inherBreaft,  your  Confident  may  hide? 
Can  he  the  Note  beneath  her  Garter  view. 
Or  that,  which,  more  conceal'd,  is  in  her  Shoe? 
Yet  thefe  perceiv'd,  you  may  her  Back  undrefs^ 
And,  writing  on  her  Skin,  your  Mind  exprefs. 
New  Milk,  or  pointed  Spires  of  Flax  when  green, 
Will  Ink  fupply,  and  Letters  mark  unfeen. 
Fair  will  the  Paper  ftiow,  nor  can  be  read, 
'Till  all  the  Writing's  with  warm  Aflies  fpread. 

Acrifius  was,  with  all  his  Care,  betray'd  ; 
And  in  his  Tow'r  of  Brafs,  a  Grandfire  made. 

Can  Spies  avail,  when  you  to  Plays  refort, 
Or  in  the  Circus  view  the  noble  Sport  ? 
Or,  can  you  be  to  I/is'  Fane  purfu'd, 
Or  Cybele's,  whofe  Rites  all  Men  exclude  ? 

Tho' 
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Tho'  watchful  Servants  to  the  Bagnio  come, 
They're  ne'er  admitted  to  the  Bathing-room. 
Or,  when  fome  hidden  Sicknefs  you  pretend, 
May  you  not  take  to  your  Sick-bed  a  Friend  ? 
Falfe  Keys  a  private  Paffage  may  procure. 
If  not,  there  are  more  Ways  befides  the  Door. 
Sometimes,  with  Wine,  your  watchful  Follow'r 

treat ; 
When  drunk, you  may  with  Eafe  his  Care  defeat : 
Or,  to  prevent  too  fudden  a  Surprife, 
Prepare  a  fleeping  Draught,  to  feal  his  Eyes : 
Or  let  your  Maid,  flill  longer  Time  to  gain. 
An  Inclination  for  his  Perfon  feign  ; 
With  faint  Refiftance  let  her  drill  him  on. 
And,  after  competent  Delays,  be  won. 

But,    what   need  all   thefe  various  doubtful 
Wiles, 
Since  Gold  the  greateft  Vigilance  beguiles  ? 
Believe  me, Men  and  Gods  withGifts  are  pleas'd ; 
Ev'n  angry  7(9r;^  with  Off 'rings  is  appeas'd. 
With  Prefents,  Fools  and  Wife  alike  are  cauglit, 
Give  but  enough,  the  Hufband  may  be  bought. 
But  let  me  warn  you,  when  you  bribe  a  Spy, 
That  you  for  ever  his  Connivance  buy ; 

C  c  2  Pay 
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Pay  him  his  Price  at  once,  for  with  hich  Men 
You'll  know  no  End  of  giving  now  and  then. 
•   Once,  I  remember,  IwithCaufe  complain'd, 
Of  Jealoufy  occafion'd  by  a  Friend. 
Believe  me,  Apprehenfions  of  that  Kind, 
Are  not  alone  to  our  falfe  Sex  confin'd. 
Truft  not  too  far,  your  She-Companion's  Truth, 
Left  fhe  fometimes  fhou'd  intercept  the  Youth: 
The  very  Confident  that  lends  the  Bed, 
May  entertain  your  Lover,  in  your  Stead. 
Nor  keep  a  Servant  with  too  fair  a  Face, 
For  fuch  Lve  known  fupply  her  Lady's  Place. 

But.  whither  do  I  run  with  heedlefs  Raee, 
Teaching  the  Foe  unequal  War  to  wage  ? 
Did  ever  Bird  the  Fowler's  Net  prepare  ? 
Was  ever  Hound  inftruded  by  the  Hare  ? 
But  all  Self-ends  and  Int'reft  fet  apart, 
ni  faithfully  proceed  to  teach  my  Art. 
Defencelefs  and  unarm 'd  expofe  my  Life, 
And  ^ox xh.t^^ Lemnian  Ladies,  whet  the  Knife/ 

Perpetual  Fondnefs  of  your  Lover  feign, 
Nor  will  you  find  it  hard,  Belief  to  gain  ; 
Full  of  himfelf,  he  your  Defign  will  aid  : 
To  what  we  wifh,  'tis  eafy  to  perfuade. 

:         ^       -  With 
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With  dying  Eyes,  his  Face  and  Form  furvey. 
Then,  figh,   and  wonder  he  fo  long  cou'd  flay  : 
Now,  drop  a  Tear,  your  Sorrows  to  afluage, 
Anon,  reproach  him,  and  pretend  to  rage. 
Such  Proofs  as  thefe,  will  all  Diftruft  remove. 
And  make  him  pity  your  exceflive  Love. 
Scarce  to  himfelf  will  he  forbear  to  cry, 
How  can  I  let  this  poor  fond  Creature  die  f 
But  chiefly,  one,  fuch  fond  Behaviour  fires, 
Who   courts  his  Glafs,   and  his  own  Charms 

admires. 
Proud  of  the  Homage  to  his  Merit  done, 
He'll  think  a  Goddefs  might  with  Eafe  be  won. 

Light  Wrongs,  be  fure,  you  ftill  with  Mild- 
nefs  bear, 
Nor  ftraight  fly  out,  when  you  a  Rival  fear. 
Let  not  your  PafTions  o'er  your  Senfe  prevail. 
Nor  credit  lightly  ev'ry  idle  Tale. 
Let  Procris  Fate,  a  fad  Example  be 
Of  what  Effe61s  attend  Credulity. 

Near  where  his  purple  Head  Hyinettus  fliows 
And  flow'ring  Hills,  a  facred  Fountain  flows; 

C  c  3  With 
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With  foft  and  verdant  Turf  the  Soil  is  fpread. 
And  fweetly-fmeUing  Shrubs  the  Ground  o'er- 

fhade. 
There,  Rofemary  and  Bays  their  Odors  join. 
And  with  the  fragrant  Myrtle's  Scent  combine. 
There,    Tamarilks   with   thick-leav'd   Box  are 

found, 
And  Cytiflus,  and  Garden  Pines,  abound. 
While  thro'  the  Boughs,  foft  Winds  of  Xephyr 

pafs. 
Tremble  the  Leaves  and  tender  Tops  of  Grafs. 
Flither  wou'd  Cephalus  retreat  to  reft. 
When  tir'd  with  Hunting,  or  with  Heat  opprefs'd: 
And  thus,  to  ^^^Vjthepanting  Youth  wou'd  pray, 
Come,  gentle  Aura,  come,  this  Heat  allay. 
But  fome  Tale-bearing  too  officious  Friend, 
ByChance,o'er-heardhimashe  thuscomplain'd; 
Who,  with  the  News  to  Procris  quick  repair'd. 
Repeating  Word  for  Word  what  flie  had  heard. 
Soon  as  the  Name  of  Aura  reach'd  her  Ears, 
With  Jealoufy  furpris'd,  and  fainting  Fears, 
Her  rofy  Color  fled  her  lovely  Face, 
And  Agonies,  like  Death,  fupply'd  the  Place; 

Pale 
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Pale  fhe  appear'd  as  are  the  falling  Leaves, 
When  firfl  the  Vine  the  Winter's  Blaft  receives. 
Of  ripen'd  Quinces,  fuch  the  yellow  Hue, 
Or,  when  unripe,  we  Cornel-Berries  view. 
Reviving  from  her  Swoon,  her  Robes  flie  tore. 
Nor  her  own  faultlefs  Face  to  wound,  forbore. 
Now,  all  difhevell'd,  to  the  Wood  flie  flies, 
With  ''^ Bacchanalian  Fury  in  her  Eyes. 
Thither  arriv'd,  fhe  leaves,  below,  her  Friends  ; 
And,  all  alone,  the  fhady  Hill  afcends, 
What  Folly,  Procris,  o'er  thy  Mind  prevail'd  ? 
What  Rage,  thus,  fatally,  to  lie  conceal'd  ? 
Whoe'er  this  Aura  be  (fuch  was  thy  Thought) 
She  now  fhall  in  the  very  Fad  be  caught. 
Anon,  thy  Heart  repents  its  rafh  Defigns, 
And  now  to  go,  and  now  to  flay  inclines: 
Thus, Love,  with  Doubts  perplexes  ftill  thy  Mind, 
And  makes  thee  feek,  what  thou  muff  dread  to 

find. 
But  flill  thy  Rival's  Name  rings  in  thy  Ears, 
And  more  fufpicious  ftill  the  Place  appears : 
But  more  than  ail,  exceffive  Love  deceives, 
Which,  all  it  fears,  too  eafily  believes. 

C  c  4  And, 
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And,  now,  a  Chilnefs  run  thro'  ev'ry  Vein, 
Soon  as  flie  faw  where  Cephalus  had  lain. 
'Twas  Noon,  when  he  again  retir'd,  to  fliun 
The  fcorching  Ardor  of  the  Mid-day  Sun  ; 
With  Water,  firft,  he  fprinkled  o'er  his  Face, 
Which  glow'd  with  Heat;  then  fought  his  ufual 

Place. 
Procris,  with  anxious  but  with  filent  Care, 
View'd  him  extended,  with  his  Bofom  bare; 
And   heard  him,   foon,    th'  accuftom'd  Words 

repeat. 
Come,  Zephyr,  Aura  come,  allay  this  Heat: 
Soon  as  Are  found  her  Error,  from  the  Word, 
Her  Color  and  her  Temper  were  reftor'd. 
With  Joy  fhe  rofe,  to  clafp  him  in  her  Arms : 
But,  Cephalus,  the  ruftling  Noife  alarms  ; 
Some  Beaft,  he  thinks,  he  in  the  Buflies  hears. 
And  ftraight,  his  Arrows  and  his  Bow  prepares. 
Hold  !  hold !  unhappy  Youth  I  —  I  call  in  vain. 
With  thy  own  Hand  thou  haft  thy  Procris  (lain. 
Me,  me,  (flie  cries)  thoiijiioounded  with  thy  Dart  I 
But  Cephalus  was  luont  to  wound  this  Heart. 
Yet,  lighter  on  my  AJhes,  Earth  will  lie. 
Since,  tho  untimely,  I  unrivafd  die : 

ComCy 
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Come,  cloje  luith  thy  dear  Hand  my  Eyes  in  Death, 
Jealous  o/Air,  to  Air  I  yield  my  Breath. 
Clofe  to  his  heavy  Heart,  her  Cheek  he  laid, 
And  wafli'd,  with  flreaming  Tears,  the  Wound 

he  made  ; 
At  length,   the   Springs  of  Life  their  Currents 

leave, 
And  her  lad  Gafp,  her  Hulband's  Lips  receive. 

Now,  to  purfue  our  Voyage  we  muft  provide, 
'Till,  fafe  to  Port  our  weary  Bark  we  guide. 

You  may  expect,  perhaps,  I  now  fhou'd  teach 
WhatRules, toTreats  andEntertainments  reach. 
Come  not  the  firft,  invited  to  a  Feaft ; 
Rather,  come  laft,  as  a  more  grateful  Guefl. 
For,  that,  of  which  we  fear  to  be  depriv'd, 
Meets  with  the  fureft  Welcome,  when  arriv'd. 
Befides,  Complexions  of  a  coarfer  Kind, 
From  Candle-light,  no  fmall  Advantage  find. 
During  the  Time  you  eat,  obferve  fome  Grace, 
Nor  let  your  unwip'd Hands befmear  your  Face; 
Nor,  yet,  too  fqueamiflily  your  Meat  avoid, 
Left  we  fufpe^  you  were  in  private  cloy'd. 
Of  all  Extremes  in  either  Kind  beware. 
And  ftill,  before  your  Belly's  full,  forbear. 

No 
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No  Glutton  Nymph,  however  Fair,  can  wound, 

Tho'  more  than  Helen  fhe  in  Charms  abound. 

I  own,  I  think,  of  Wine  the  moderate  Ufe, 
More  fuits  the  Sex,  and  fooner  finds  Excufe ; 
It  warms  the  Blood,  adds  Luflre  to  the  Eyes, 
And  Wine  and  Love  have  always  been  Allies. 
But,  carefully  from  all  Intemp'rance  keep, 
Nor  drink  'till  you  fee  double,  lifp,  or  fleep. 
For  in  fuch  Sleeps,  Brutalities  are  done, 
Which,  tho'  you  loathe,  you  have  no   Pow'r  to 
fliun. 

And  nowth'inftru6ledNymph  from  Table  led, 
Shou'd  next  be  taught,  how  to  behave  in  Bed. 
But  Modefty  forbids  :    Nor  more,  my  Mufe, 
With  weary  Wings,  the  labor'd  Flight  purfues  ; 
Her  purple^'  Swans  unyok'd,  the  Chariot  leave. 
And  needful  Reft  (their  Journey  done)  receive. 

Thus,  with  impartial  Care,  my  Art  I  fhow. 
And  equal  Arms,  on  either  Sex  beftow : 
While  Men  and  Maids,who by  myRules improve, 
Ovid,  muft  own,  their  Mafter  is  in  Love. 


NOTES 
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NOTES  upon  the  foregoing  Tranflation. 

lAGAMEMNON    and    Menelaus,    two 
JLjL  Brothers,  married  two  Sifters,  Clytemneftra 
and  Helena;  both  of  them  preferred  Gallants  to  their 
Hufbands  Beds. 

2  Eriphyle,  Daughter  of  Talaon,  King  of  Ar- 
gos,  /or  the  Sake  of  a  Golden  Chain,  perfuaded  her 
Hifband  Amphiaraus  to  go  to  the  Theban  War, 
in  luhich  fhe  knew  he  mvfl  be  /lain. 

3  Penelope,  Daughter  of  Icarus  and  Polycafta, 
was  married  to  Ulyffes,  and  much  celebrated  by  the 
Ancients  for  her  invincible  Chaftity. 

4  When  Laoclamia  heard  her  Hufband  Protefi- 
laus  was  killed  in  the  Trojan  War,  fhe  pajfionately 
defired  to  fee  his  Ghofi,  which  being  granted  her  by 
the  Gods,  fie  embraced  it fo  clofely  that~ffie  perifhed 
in  the  Embrace. 

5  She  offered  to  die  to  lengthen  her  Hufband  Ad- 
m.tx.u.?>' s  Life . 

6  Evadne  the  Daughter  of  Iphias,  married  C?ipd.- 
neus,  who  fignalifed  himfelf  in  the  Theban  War. 

7  Virtue  was  reprefented  at  Rome  in  a  Woman  s 
Habit,  and  had  a  Temple  and  Altars  dedicated  to 
her. 

8  Jafon,  thefon  o/AEfon,  married  Medea  the 
King  of  Colchoss  Daughter,  ivho  had  affiftedhim 
in  carrying  off  the  Golden  Fleece,  but  afterwards  for- 

fook 


412     POEMS  upon  fever  al  Occafions, 

fook  her,  and  married  Creiifa  Daughter  to  the  King 
^Corinth. 

g  Ariadne,  the  Daughter  of  Minos  King  of 
Crete,  being  in  Love  with  Thefeus,  conduced  him 
out  of  the  Labyrinth,  by  the  Means  of  a  Clew  of 
T'hread.  She  fled  from  Crete  ivith  Thefeus,  who 
left  her  on  a  barren  Shore,  and  fie  was  afterwards 
married  to  Bacchus. 

10  Phyllis,     Daughter    of  Lycurgus     King    of 
Thrace,   defpairing  of  the  Return  o/Demophoon, 
Son  o/- Thefeus,  to  whom  fhe  had  granted  her   lajl 
Favors,  was  transformed  into  an  Almond-Tree  as  fhe 
was  going  to  hang  herfelf 

11  A  Eneas  arid  Dido.  The  pious  Hero  excufed 
his  Falfehood  by  the  Injundion  of  the  Gods. 

12  The  Poet  Stefichorus  wrote  a  bitter  Satire 
againjl  Helen,  for  which  her  Brothers  Cailor  and 
Pollux  plucked  out  his  Eyes  ;  but  having  recanted 
fome  Time  after  in  his  Palinodia,  a  Poem  quite  con- 
trary to  the  former,  he  was  refored  to  his  Sight. 

13  Endymion,  ivithwhom  the  Moon  fell  in  Love, 
and  defended  to  converfe  with  him  on  Mowtt  Lat- 
mos  in  Caria. 

14  Aurora  being  in  Love  with  Cephalus,  luho 
had  married  Procris  the  King  of  Athens  his  Daugh- 
ter, found  him  Jo  invincibly  confant  to  his  Wife,  that, 
itisfaid,fheiuasforcedtoravifi  him.  The  Reader 
will  meet  with  a  fuller  Account  of  him  at  the  End  of 
this  Book. 

13  Adonis, 
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15  Adonis,  the  Son  of  Cynaras  King  of  Cy- 
prus, was  fain  by  a  Boar  as  he  was  a  hunting,  to 
the  unexpreffible  Grief  of  the  Goddefs  Venus. 

16  Harmonia,  or  Hermione,  was  the  Daughter 
of  Venus  by  the  God  Mars,  as  was  the  Dardan  Prince 
AEneas  her  Son  by  Anchifes. 

17  Still  Women  lofe,  you  cry,  (Ifc. 

Et  tamen  ulla  viro  mulier  non  expedit,  inquit: 
Qiiid,  nifi quam fumis,  die  mihi  perdis  aquam  ? 

Thefe  Verfes  are  not  barely  tranflated  to  the  literal 
Senfe  which  is  conceived  to  be  in  them;  but  para- 
phrafed  according  to  the  Interpretation  o/Heinfius, 
who  fe ems  truly  to  under/iand  the  Text,  tho  differing 
in  his  Conjecture  from  Scaliger  and  other  Commen- 
tators, If  any  Reader  is  curious  enough  to  confult 
the  Commentary  of  Heinfius  on  this  Place,  he  will 
fnd  by  other  Inftances  cited  from  Ovid,  ^A^^  aquam 
fumere  was  a  Phrafe  appropriated  to  a  particular 
Time  andCifiom  among  Women.  This  had  not  been 
inffled  on  here,  had  it  not  been  the  only  Pajfage  in 
this  Book  which  all  other  Commentators  but  Heinfius 
have  rendered  unintelligible ;  for  otherwife  the  Verfes 
are  not  very  confiderable:  And  the  moft  which  Ovid 
Jays  in  this  Place,  is  no  more  than  if  f peaking  of  eat- 
i7ig  he  had  f aid,  Why  fhould  any  one  fcruple  to 
ufe  their  Hands,  when  it  can  coft  themNothing 
but  a  little  Water  to  walh  them  afterwards, 
which  is  not  worth  faving? 

18  Andro- 
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1 8  Andromache,  the  Wife  of  Hedor,  is  always 
reprefented  as  a  plain  Sort  of  Woman. 

ig  The  Capitol  was  a  Hill  in  Rome,yo  called  from 
a  Mans  Head,  which  was  found  there  as  the  Ro- 
mans were  digging  the  Foundation  of  the  Temple  of 
Jupiter. 

20  lole,  Daughter  o/Eurytus,  King  o/Oecha- 
iia,  and  Wife  to  Hercules.  He  took  her  from  her 
Father  by  Force,  hecaife  the  King  luould  not  confent 
to  it  when  he  returned  from  Etolia.^  lohere  he  had 
married  Deianira. 

21  Hippodamia  the  Daughter  of  Brifes,  from 
thence  called  Brifeis,  fell  by  Lot  to  Achilles  at  the 
Sack  o/"Lyrneffus. 

22  Andromeda,  the  Daughter  o/Cepheus  King 
of  Ethiopia,  was  for  her  Mother  s  Pride  expojed  to 
be  devoured  by  an  horrible  Sea  Morfier,  but  being  re- 
fined by  Perfeus,^i^  was  afterivards  married  to  him. 

23  Caucafus  is  a  Mountain  which  fir  etches  itjelf 
from  the  Eaft- Indies  to  Mount  Taurus,    but   goes 

byfeveral  Names,  according  as  it  is  inhabited  by  feve- 
ral  Nations. 

24  Myfia  is  a  Country  in  Afia  Minor  bordering 
upon  Troas,  remarkable  for  Nothing  more  than  the 
Worthlefnefs  of  its  Inhabitants.  Ovid  faith  he  is 
addreffmg  himfelf  to  the  polite  Roman  Ladies,  and 
not  to  the  wild  Inhabitants  0/"  Caucafus  and  Myfia. 

25  He  means  his  Book  De  Medicamine  Faciei, 
of  which  we  have  fome  Fragments  remaining. 

26  There 
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26  There  ivere  two  famous  Statuaries  of  this 
Name,  one  a  Lycian,  and  the  other  o/Eleuthera. 

27  Semele,  the  Daughter  of  Cadmus,  and 
Mother  of  Bacchus  by  Jupiter,  having  the  Curiofity 
to  enjoy  the  God  in  his  Celejtial  Majefiy,  was  burnt  by 
Lightning.  Leda  luas  the  Daughter  of  Theftius, 
and  the  Wife  of  Tyndarus  King  of  Oebalia :  Ju- 
piter in  the  Shape  of  a  Swan  enjoyed  her  as  fie  was 
bathing  in  the  River  Eurotus, 

28  Europa,  the  Daughter  0/ Agenor  King  of 
Phoenicia,  was  ravified  by  Jupiter  in  the  Shape  of 
a  Bull. 

29  Pharos  was  a  little  Ifland  at  the  Mouth  of  the 
Nile,  abounding  loith  Crocodiles,  the  Entrails  oj 
which  were  excellent  to  take  off  Freckles,  or  Spots  in 
the  Face,  and  whiten  the  Skin, 

30  Andilt^iidts  fittle  Bolfters  of  Flocks.  The  fame 
Invention  is  ifed  in  our  Days,  both  for  this  DefeH 
in  Women,  and  in  'calved  Stockings  for  the  Men. 
And  it  is  Jatisfa^ory  to  the  Curious  to  know  the 
Fafhion  is  1800  Tears  old. 

31  The  Umbrians  inhabited  a  Country  joining  to 
the  Appenine  Hills,  which  run  from  Savona, 
on  the  Coafl  of  Genoa,  to  the  Sicilian  Straits. 
This  Nation  were  reckoned  as  rufiic  in  their  Man- 
ners, asfro7Lg  in  Bodies,  and  font  of  Heart.  The 
Poet  gives  us,  in  an  Umbrian  Woman,  a  juft  Idea 
of  a  Modern  Peafants  Wife. 

32  The 
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32  The  Sirens  were  three  in  Number,  Parthe- 
nope,Leuco{ia<:z7Z^Ligia, /zfsZ/'Il^iOTTz^fn,  and  half  FiJJi. 
One  made  ufe  of  her  Voice,  the  Second  of  her  Lyre,  and 
the  Third  of  her  Flute.  Their  Haunt  was  on  the  Coaft 
of  Sicily,  where  they  charmed  Voyagers,  but  Ulyffes 
efcaped  them, 

'^'^  Orpheus  was  fo  fliilful  in  playing  on  the  Lyre, 
that  it  is  faid  he  drew  after  him  Trees  and  wild  Beafls, 
and  charmed  Nell  luith  his  Mific,  whither-  he  went  to 
recover  his  Wife  Eurydice. 

34  Amphion,  the  Son  0/ Jupiter  and  Antiope, 
is  faid  to  have  built  the  Walls  of  Ththes  by  the  Sound 
of  his  Lyre. 

35  Arion  was  a  Mufician  o/'Lefbos.  LLaving  got 
a  great  Deal  of  Money  in  his  Travels,  the  Sailors  robbed 
him  and  threw  him  over-board  as  hB  was  returning 
home  by  Sea;  but  a  Dolphin,  charmed  with  his  Mufic, 
conveyed  him  on  his  Back  fafe  /oPeloponnefus,  luhere 
he  procured  Periander  to  put  the  Sailors  to  Death. 

36  Cailimachus,  the  Son  of  Battus,  was  looked 
upon  to  be  one  of  the  wittieft  and  politefl  Men  of  his 
Age. 

37  Philetas  luas  a  Native  of  Coos,  an  Lfland  in 
the  AEgean  Sea;  he  was  a  celebrated  Poet,  and  Wri- 
ter of  Elegies,  and  floriflied  under  Philip,  and  his 
Son  Alexander  the  Great. 

38  Ansicvton  was  a  Lyric  Poet  of  Teios;  being  a 
great  Lover  of  Wine,  he  choked  himfelf  with  a  Grape- 
ftone  as  he  was  drinking. 

39  Sapho 
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39  Sapho  luas  born  at  Mitylene  in  the  IJle  of 
Lefbos :  She  writ  nine  Books  of  Elegies,  andfeveral 
Epigrams  and  Satires.  Her  Sentiments  were  very 
tender  im  her  Verfes,for  which  Reajon  Ovid  recom- 
mends them.  According  to  Jome  Authors,  Jhe  flung 
herjelf  into  the  Sea,  becaufe  Phaon  neglected  her. 

40  Theje  three  were  celebrated  Poets  of  the  Auguf^- 
tan  Age.  Propertius  was  a  JVative  of  Vmhrid.,  and 
very  much  efleemed  by  Mecaenas.  Gallus  co7nmanded 
under  Auguftus  in  Egypt;  and  Tibullus  was  no 
lefs  remarkable  for  his  Wit,  than  his  Gallantry  and 
Frofufion. 

41  Publius  Terentius  Varro  Atacinus,  of  the 
Province  of  Gallia  Narbonenfis,  was  in  Love  with 
a  Lady  called  Leucadia,   who7n  he  celebrated  in  his 

-Poetry. 

42  The  Poet  means  the  Summer  Seajon,  when  the 
Sun  paffes  through  Cancer,  Leo,  and  Virgo. 

43  Thefe  were  the  mofl  noted  Gardens  in  Rome, 
and  in  the  Field  o/"Mars. 

44  It  is  faid  Phoebus  defended  at  the  Battle  of 
A61;ium,  and  was  prefent  on  the  Romans  Side  when 
Auguftus  beat  Mark  Anthony. 

45  Odavia'j  Portico  built  near  Marcellus'5  The- 
atre. 

46  Agrippa  married  Julia,  Auguftus'5  Daugh- 
ter by  Scribonia,  and  his  Father-in- Law  honored  him 
with  a  Naval  Crown  after  he  beat  Pompey  in  Sicily. 

Vol.  III.  D  d  One 
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One  of  the  Porticos  in  Rome  was  built  or  named  by 
Agrippa. 

47  Ovid  gives  its  to  underjlayid,  in  his  Firjl  Book 
of  the  Art  of  Love,  that  People  frequented  the  Temple 
of  Ifis,  on  Purpofe  to  carry  on  their  amorous  In- 
trigues. 

48  Thamyras,  the  Son  of  Philammon,  was  a 
Poet,  and  one  of  the  greatefl  Muficians  of  his  Time: 
Having  gained  the  Prize  of  Singing  at  the  Pythic 
Games,  he  met  the  Mifes  in  his  Return  homewards, 
and  had  the  Infolence  to  give  them  a  Challenge,  fancy- 
ing he  could  outdo  them  in  that  Art;  at  which  the 
Daughters  0/ Jupiter  were  fo  enraged,  that  they  de- 
prived him  of  his  Reafon,  or,  as  Tiiodorus  Jays,  they 
took  from  him  his  Voice)  and  his  Art  of  playing  on  the 
Lute. 

49  Apelleswas,  for  his  great  Skill,  called  the  Prince 
of  Painters;  his  Mafler-piece  was  reckoned  ^A^  Venus 
ri/ing  out  of  the  Sea,  of  which  Ovid  fpeaks  in  this 
Place. 

50  Ennius  was  the  firfl  Roman  thatiorote  Annals 
in  Lleroic  Verfe;  his  Subjedt  was  the  Wars  of  Italy^ 
and  particularly  the  Second  Punic  War,  which  he 
did  to  compliment  his  Friend  and  Patron  Scipio,  in 
whofe  Tomb  he  was  buried,  and  who  placed  the  Poefs 
Statue  near  his  own,  which  fhows  how  highly  he  ho- 
nored him. 

5 1  Danae,  Daughter  of  Acrifius,  King  of  Argos; 
who  having  confulted  the  Oracle,   and  being  told  he 

fliould 
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Jhould  be  killed  by  her  Son,  Jliut  her  up  in  a  Brazen 
Tower  to  prevent  it.  But  Jupiter  transforming  him- 
felf  ijitoa  Golden  Shower,  bribed  her  Keepers,  and 
got  her  with  Child;  which,  being  born,  was  the  renowned 
Perfeus.  Her  Father  commanded  both  the  Babe  and 
his  Mother  to  be  thrown  into  the  Sea;  but  being  for- 
tunately cafl  afJiore  on  one  of  the  Iflands  called  Cy- 
clades,  the  King  of  the  Ifland  married  the  Mother; 
and  Perfeus,  when  he  was  grown  up,  unwittingly 
killed  his  Grandfather. 

52  Priam,  King  of  Troy,  and  Father  0/  Paris, 
who  fole  Helen,  was  for  reforing  her  to  the  Greeks 
when  they  demanded  her  by  their  Ambaffadors;  but  other 
Councils  prevailing^  the  War  enfued,  which  ended  in 
the  De/lrudiofi  of  Troy,  and  the  Death  of  fridim,  who 
was  killed  by  Pyrrhus,  Son  of  Achilles,  after  forty 
Tears  Reign. 

33  The  Temple  of  Venus  food  in  the  Appian 
Way,  and  was  much  frequented  by  the  iiitriguing  Ro- 
man  Ladies,  who  came  thither  to  meet  their  Sparks - 

54  Minerva  j^/(2);mg  on  her  Flute  by  a  River  Side, 
and  obferving  in  the  Water  what  Grimaces  it  obliged 
her  to  make,  flung  away  the  Infrument  in  a  Paffion. 

53  Tecmeffa,  the  Daughter  of  Teuthrantes,  a 
Phrygian  Prince,  was  taken  Prifo7ier  by  the  Greci- 
ans, ajid  fell  to  Ajax  his  Lot,  upon  the  Divifwn  of  the 
spoil. 

56  Thefe  are  the  Xames  the  Roman  Poets  of  thofe 
Times  gave  their  Mflreffes  in  their  Verfes. 

D  d  2  37  Thais 
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57  Thais  was  a  Name  given  to  all  Sort  of  Women 
of  a  lewd  Charadter,  who  however  affeB  Dfcretion. 

58  Argus  had  an  hundred  Eyes,  and  kept  I'd  from 

Jupiter  by  Juno'5  Order^  for  which  Mercury  killed 

himhy  Command  of  his  Father]  owt\  to  make  him  Amends  y 

Juno  turned  him  into  a  Peacock,  and  placed  his  Eyes 

in  his  T'aiL 

59  The  Poet  alludes  here  to  thofe  wicked  Women 
who  rofe  agairfi  the  Men,  and  did  notfpare  their  oivn 
Hujhands. 

60  The  Priefieffes  and  Priefis  of  'Bdicchus,  luho  ce- 
lebrated the  Fefiival  of  that  God,  did  it  with  the  Noife 
of  Shouts,  Drums,  Timbrels  and  Cymbals,  to  ere  crowned 
with  Ivy,  Vine,  &c.  and  carried  a  Thyrfus  or  Staff 
wreathed  with  it  in  their  Hands ;  they  were  frantic 
and  outrageous  in  their  Anions  during  this  Ceremo- 
ny, 

61  By  this  Ovidfliows  he  is  both  a  Poet  and  a  Lover; 
for  the  Swans  are  dedicated  to  Apollo,  and  are  f aid 
to  draw  Venus 'j  Car  fometimes,  tho'  the  Doves  are 
oftenefi  ufed  upon  that  Occqfwn. 


O  F 


POEMS  upon  fever  al  Occafions.      42 1 
O  F 

PLEASING, 

A  N 

EPISTLE 

T  O 

Sir   RICHARD  TEMPLE. 

^'T^  I  S  ftrange,  dear  Temple,  how  it  comes  to 

jL  pafs, 

That  no  one  Man  is  pleas'd  with  what  he  has. 
So  Horace  fmgs — andfure,  as  ftrange  is  this: 
That  no  one  Man's  difpleas'd  with  what  he  is. 
The  Foolifli,  Ugly,  Dull,  Impertinent, 
Are  with  their  Perfons  and  their  Parts  content- 
Nor  is  that  all;  fo  odd  a  Thing  is  Man, 
He  moft  would  be  what  leaft  he  fhould  or  can. 
Hence,  homely  Faces  ftill  are  foremoft  feen. 
And  crofs-ftiap'd  Fops  afFed  the  niceft  Mien ; 
Cowards  extol  true  Courage  to  the  Skies, 
And  Fools  are  ftill  moft  forward  to  advife ; 
Th'  untrufted  Wretch,  to  Secrecy  pretends, 
Whifp'ringhis  Nothing  round  to  All  as  Friends. 

D  d  3  Dull 
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Dull  Rogues  affed  the  Politician's  Part ; 
And  learn  to  nod,  and  fmile,  and  (hrug  with  Art; 
Who  Nothing  has  to  lofe,  the  War  bewails; 
And  he  who  Nothing  pays,  at  Taxes  rails. 
Thus,  Man, perverfe,againft  plain  Nature  ftrives, 
And  to  be  artfully  abfurd,  contrives. 
Plautus  will  dance,  Lufcus  at  Ogling  aims, 
Old  TrzYwi  keeps,  and  undone  Probus  games. 
Noifome  Curcidio,  whofe  envenom'd  Breath, 
Tho'  at  a  Diftance  utter'd,  threatens  Death, 
Full  in  your  Teeth  his  (linking  Whifper  throws; 
Nor  mends  his  Manners,    tho'   you  hold  your 

Nofe. 
Therfites,  who  feems  born  to  give  Offence, 
From  uncouth  Form  and  frontlefs  Impudence, 
Affumes  foft  Airs,  and  with  a  Slur  comes  in, 
Attempts  a  Smile,  and  ftiocks  you  with  a  Grin. 
Raucus  harangues  with  a  diffuafive  Grace, 
And  Helluo  invites  with  a  forbidding  Face. 

Nature,  to  each  allots  his  proper  Sphere, 
But,  that  forfaken,  we  like  Comets  err: 
Tofs'd  thro'  the  Void,    by   fome   rude    Shock 

we're  broke. 
And  all  our  boafled  Fire  is  loft  in  Smoke. 

Next 
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Next  to  obtaining  Wealth,  or  Pow'r,  or  Eafe, 
Men  mod  affe6l,  in  general  to  pleafe : 
Of  this  AfFe(51ion,  Vanity's  the  Source, 
And  Vanity  alone  obftru^ts  its  Courfe; 
That  Telefcope  of  Fools,  thro'  which  they  fpy 
Merit  remote,  and  think  the  Object  nigh. 
The  Glafs  remov'd,  would  each  himfelf  furvey, 
And  in  juft  Scales  his  Strength  and  Weaknefs 

weigh, 
Purfue  the  Path  for  which  he  was  defign'd, 
And  to  his  proper  Force  adapt  his  Mind; 
Scarce  one,  but,  to  fome  Merit  might  pretend. 
Perhaps  might  pleafe,  at  leafl  would  not  offend. 
Who  would  reprove  us  while  he  makes  \is  laugh, 
Muft  be  no  Bavins,  but  a  BickerJIaffe, 
If  Garth,  or  Blackmore,  friendly  Potions  give. 
We  bid  the  dying  Patient  drink  and  live: 
When  Murus  comes,  we  cry,  beware  the  Pill, 
And  wifh  the  Tradefman  were  a  Tradefman  ftill. 
If  Addifon,  or  Rowe,  or  Prior  write. 
We  ftudy  'em  with  Profit  and  Delight: 
But  when  vile  Macer  and  Mundnngus  rhyme. 
We  grieve  we've  learnt  to  read,  ay,  curfe  the  Time, 

D  d  4  All 
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All  Rules  of  Pleafmg  in  this  one  unite, 
Affedi  not  any  Thing  in  Matures  Spite. 
Baboons  and  Apes  ridiculous  we  find ; 
For  what?   For  ill  refembling  Human-kind. 
Kone  are,  for  being  what  they  are,  in  Fault, 
But  for  not  being  what  they  woiid  be  thought. 

Thus,  I,  dear  Friend,  to  you  my  Thoughts  im- 
part, 
As  to  one  perfecft  in  the  Pleafmg  Art ; 
If  Art  it  may  be  call'd  in  you,  who  feem. 
By  Nature,  form'd  for  Love,  and  for  Efleem. 
Affe6ling  none,  all  Virtues  you  polfefs. 
And  really  are  what  others  but  profefs. 
I'll  not  offend  you,  while  myfelfl  pleafe; 
I  loathe  to  flatter,  tho'  I  love  to  praife. 
But  when  fuch  early  Worth  fo  bright  appears. 
And  antedates  the  Fame  which  waits  on  Years; 
I  can't  fo  ftupidly  alfecled  prove. 
Not  to  confefs  it,  in  the  Man  I  love. 
Tho'  now  I  aim  not  at  that  known  Applaufe 
You've  won  in  Arms,    and  in  your  Country's 

Caufe; 
Nor  Patriot  now,  nor  Hero  I  commend, 
But  the  Companion  praife,  and  boaft  theFriend. 

But 
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But  you  may  think,  and  fome,  lefs  partial,  fay. 
That  I  prehime  too  much  in  this  EfTay. 
How  fhould  I  Ihow  what  pleafes  ?  How  explain 
A  Rule,  to  which  I    never  could  attain? 
To  this  Objedion,  I'll  make  no  Reply, 
But  tell  a  Tale,  which,  after,  we'll  apply. 

I've  read,  or  heard,  a  learned  Perfon,  once, 
Concern'd  to  find  his  only  Son  a  Dunce; 
Compos'd  a  Book  in  Favor  of  the  Lad, 
Whofe  Memory,  it  feems,  was  very  bad. 
ThisWork  contain'd  aWorld  of  wholefome  Rules, 
To  help  the  Frailty  of  forgetful  Fools. 
The  careful  Parent  laid  the  Treatife  by, 
'Till  Time  fhould  make  it  proper  to  apply. 
S imofi' 2it  length  the  look'd-for  Age  attains. 
To  read  and  profit  by  his  Father's  Pains; 
And  now  the  Sire  prepares  the  Book  t'impart, 
Which  was  yclep'd  Of  Memory  the  Art. 
But  ah!   how  oft  is  human  Care  in  vain ! 
For  now,  he  could  not  find  his  Book  again. 
The  Place  where  he  had  laid  it,  he  fori^ot. 
Nor  could  himfelf  remember  what  he  wrote. 

Now  to  apply  the  Story  that  I  tell, 
Which  if  not  true,  is  yet  invented  well. 

Such 
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Such  is  my  Cafe:  Like  moft  of  theirs  who  teach; 
I  ill  may  pra6life,  what  I  well  may  preach. 
Myfelf  not  trying,  or  not  turn'd  to  pleafe. 
May  lay  the  Line  and  meafure  out  the  Ways. 
The  Mulcibers,  who  in  the  Minories  fweat. 
And  maffive  Bars  on  flubborn  Anvils  beat, 
Deform'd  them  felves,yet  forge  thofe  Stays  of 

Steel, 
Which  arm  Aurelia  with  a  Shape  to  kill. 
So  Macer  and  Mundungus  fchool  the  Times, 
And  write  in  rugged  Profe  the  Rules  of  fofter 

Rhymes. 
Well  do  they  play  the  careful  Critic's  Part, 
Inftruding  doubly  by  their  matchlefs  Art : 
Rules  for  good  Verfe  they  firfl  with  Pains  indite. 
Then  fhow  us  what  are  bad,  what  they  write. 
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A 

DISCOURSE 

ON     THE 

PINDARIC    ODE. 

r  HE  following  Ode  is  an  Attempt  towards  rejior- 
ing  the  Regularity  of  the  ancient  Lyric  Poetry, 
which  feems  to  be  altogether  forgotten  or  unknown  by 
our  Englifti  Writers. 

There  isJVothing  more  frequent  among  us,  than  a  Sort 
of  Poems  entitled  Pindaric  Odes;  pretending  to  be  writ- 
ten in  Imitation  of  the  Manner  and  Style  of  Pindar; 
and  yet  I  do  not  knoiu  that  there  is  to  this  Day  extant 
in  our  Language,  one  Ode  contrived  after  his  Model. 
What  Idea  can  an  Englifh  Reader  have  0/ Pindar, 
(to  whofe  Mouth,  when  a  Child,  the  Bees  ^  brought  their 
Honey,  in  Omen  of  the  future  Sweetnefs  and  Melody  of 
his  Songs)  when  he  ffiall  fee  fuch  rumbling  and  grat- 
ing Papers  of  Verfes,  pretending  to  be  Copies  of  his 
Works'^ 

The  Character  of  thefe  late  Pindarics,  is,  a  Bundle 
of  rambling  incoherent  Thoughts,  expreffed  in  a  like 
Parcel  of  irregular  Stanzas,  which  alfo  confft  of  fuch 

another 

*  Paufan.  Boeotlc, 
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a7iother  Complication  of  dijproportioned,  uncertain  and 
perplexed  Verfes  and  Rhymes.  And  I  appeal  to  any 
Reader,  if  this  is  not  the  Condition  in  which  theje 
titular  Odes  appear. 

On  the  contrary,  there  is  Xothingmore regular  than 
the  Odes  of  Pindar,  both  as  to  the  exaci  Ohfervation  of 
the  Meafures  and  Mmbers  of  his  Stanzas  and  Verfes, 
and  the  perpetual  Coherence  of  his  Thoughts.  For 
tho'  his  Digrejfions  are  frequent,  and  his  Tranfitions 
fudden,  yet  is  there  ever  fome  fecret  Connexion,  which, 
tho'  not  ahuays  appearing  to  the  Eye.,  never  fails  to 
communicate  itfelf  to  the  Underfanding  of  the  Reader. 

The  Liberty  which  he  took  in  his  Numbers,  and 
which  has  been  fo  ^  mifimderjtood  and  mifapplied  by 
his  pretended  Imitators,  luas  only  in  varying  the  Stan- 
zas in  different  Odes;  but  in  each  particular  Ode 
they  are  ever  correfpondent  one  to  another  in  their 
Turns,  and  according  to  the  Order  of  the  Odes. 

All  the  Odes  of  Pindar  which  remain  to  us,  are 
Songs  of  Triumph,  Vidory  or  Succefs,  in  the  Grecian 

Games: 

'"■  For  certainly  they  have  utterly  mifunderflood  Horace,  L.  4, 
Ode  2.  who  have  applied  mmierifque  fertiir  lege  folutis,  10  all  the  Odes 
o^  Pindar;  which,  there,  exprefly  relates  only  to  his  Dithyrambics, 
and  which  are  all  entirely  loft.  Nothing  is  plainer,  than  the  Senfc 
oJ^  Horace  in  that  Place.  He  fays,  Findar  deferves  the  Laurel,  let 
him  write  of  what,  or  in  what  manner  foever,  viz.  Firft,  whether 
he  wntes  Dithyrambics,  which  breakthrough  the  Bounds  prefcribed  to 
other  Odes:  Or,  fecondly,  whether  he  writes  of  Gods  and  Heroes, 
their  Warlike  Achievements,  8cc.  Or,  thirdly,  whether  he  fings 
of  the  Vidors  in  the  Grecian  Games :  Or,  laftly,  whether  he  fings 
ia  Honor  of  the  Dead,  and  writes  Elegies,  Sec. 
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Games:  They  wer^  fitng  by  a  Chorus,  and  adapted  to 
the  Lyre,  and  fometimes  to  the  Lyre  and  *  Pipe; 
they  confifted  ofteneji  of  Three  Stanzas,  thejirjl  was  called 
the  Strophe, /row  the  Verfion  or  circular  Motion  of 
the  Singers  in  that  Stanza  from  the  Right  Hand  to 
the  Left,  t  The  fecond  Stanza  was  called  the  AntiRro- 
phe,  from  the  Contraverfwn  of  the  Chorus ;  the  Sing- 
ers, in  performing  that,  turning  from  the  Left  Hand 
to  the  Right,  contrary  ahuays  to  their  Motion  in  the 
Strophe.  The  Third  Stanza  was  called  the  Epode, 
fit  may  be  as  being  the  After  fong)  which  they  fang  in 
the  Middle,  neither  turning  to  one  Hand  nor  the  other. 
What  the  Origin  was  of  thefe  different  Motions  and 
Stations  infinging  their  Odes,  is  not  our  prefent  Bu~ 

finefs  to  enquire.  Some  have  thought,  that  by  the  Con- 
trariety of  the  Strophe  and  Antiftrophe,  they  in- 
tended to  reprefent  the  Contrarotation  of  the  Primum 
Mobile,  in  refpe^  of  the  Secunda  Mobilia;  and 
that  by  their  Jianding  fill  at  the  Epode,  they  meant  to 

fignify  the  Stability  of  the  Earth.  %  Others  afcribe  the 
Inflitution   to   Thefeus,  ivho    thereby  expreffed  the 

Wind- 

*Find.  Olym.  lo.  and  Hor.  L.  3.  4.  Ode  i.  mijtis  Carminihus non  fine 
fjtida.  And  L.  3.  Ode  19.  curpendet  tacita  jijlida  cum  Lyra? 
1  Or  from  the  Left  to  the  Right,  for  the  Scholiajls  differ  in  that,  as 
may  be  feen  in  Find.  Schol.  Introd.  ad  Olymp.  And  Alex,  ab  Alexand, 
L.  4.  c.  17.  fpeaking  of  the  Ceremony  of  the  Chorus,  fays,  Curfum 
avfpicati  a  Laeva  dextrorjum-  moxa  dextra  Laevorjum.  But  the  Learned 
Schmidius  takes  Part  with  the  firft  Opinion,  as  more  confiftent  with 
the  Notions  of  the  Ancients  concerning  the  iMotions  of  the  hea- 
venly Spheres,  and  agreeable  to  Homer  there  cited  by  him.  See 
EraJ.  Schmid.  Prokgom.  in  Olymp.  et  de  Carmin.  Lyric. 
^Pind.  Schol.  et  Schmid.  ibid. 
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Windings  mid  Turnings  of  the  Labyrinth  in  celebrat- 
ing his  Return  from  thence. 

The  Method  obferved  in  the  Compofition  of  thefe 
Odes^  was  therefore  as  follows.  The  Poet  having  7?iade 
Choice  of  a  certain  Kumber  of  Verfes  to  conftitute  his 
Strophe  or firft  Stanza,  was  obliged  to  obferve  the 
fame  in  his  Antiftrophe,  or  Jecond  Stanza;  and 
which  accordingly  perpetually  agreed  whenever  repeat- 
ed, bothin  Mimber  of  Verfes  and  Quantity  of  Feet:  He 
was  then  again  at  Liberty,  to  make  a  new  Choice  for 
his  third  Stanza,  or  Epode;  where,  accordingly,  he 
diverffed  his  Xumbers  as  his  Ear  or  Fancy  led  him; 
compq/ing  that  St3.nz?i  of  more  or  fewer  Verfes  than 
the  former,  and  thofe  Verfes  of  different  Meafures  and 
Quantities,  for  the  greater  Variety  of  Harmony,  and 
Entertamment  of  the  Ear. 

But  then  this  Epode  being  thus  formed,  he  was 
flri^ly  obliged  to  the  fame  *  Meafure,  as  often  as  he 
fhould  repeat  it  in  the  Order  of  his  Ode,  fo  that 
every  Epode  in  the  fame  Ode  is  eternally  the  fame  in 
Meafure  and  Quantity,  in  refpeB  to  itfelf;  as  is  alfo 
every  Strophe  afid  Antiftrophe,  in  refpedl  to  each 
other. 

The  Lyric  Poet  Stefichorus  (whoin  f  Longi- 
nus  reckons  amongfi  the  ableft  Lmitators  of  Homer, 
and  of  whom  J  Quintiliany^j)'^,  that  if  he  could  have 

kept 

*  Vid.  Jill.  Seal.  Poetic,  ad  Fin.  Cap.  97.  /.  3.    t  Longin.   de  Sub. 
f,  13.     [j;  Quint.  Injl.   I.   10.  c,   i. 
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kept  within  Bounds,  he  vjould  have  been  neareft  of  any 
Body,  in'  Merit,  to  Homer)  tuas,  if  not  the  Inventor 
of  this  Order  in  the  Ode,  yetfofiridi  an  Obferver  of  it 
in  his  Compofitions,  that  the  Xhree  Stanzas  o/'Stefi- 
chorus  became  a  common  Proverb  to  exprefs  a  Thing 
ufiiverfally  known,  *  ne  tria  quidem  Stefichori  nofti ; 
fo  that  luhen  any  one  had  a  Mind  to  reproach  another 
withexce five  Ignorance,  he  could  not  do  it  more  effeBu- 
ailythanby  telling  him,  he  did  not  fo  much  as  know 
the  Three  Stanzas  of  Stefichorus ;  that  is,  did  not 
knoxv  that  an  Ode  ought  to  confift  of  a  Strophe,  an 
Antiftrophe,  cmd  an  Epode.  If  this  was  Juch  a 
Mark  of  Ignorance  among  them,  I  am  fur e  lue  have 
been  pretty  long  liable  to  the  fame  Reproof;  I  mean,  in 
refped  of  our  Imitations  of  the  Odes  of  Pindar. 

My  Intention  is  not  to  make  a  long  Preface  to  afhort 
Ode,  ?ior  to  enter  upon  a  Differtation  of  lyric  Poetry 
in  general:  But  thus  much  I  thought  proper  to  fay,  for 
the  Inforination  of  thofe  Readp.rs  ivhofe  Courfe  of  Study 
has  not  led  them  into  fuch  Enquiries, 

I  hope  Ifhall  not  be  fo  mifiinderfood,  as  to  have  it 
thought  that  I  pretend  to  give  an  exad  Copy  0/ Pindar 
in  this  enfuing  Ode;  or  that  I  look  upon  it  as  a  Pat- 
tern for  his  Imitators  for  the  future:  Far  from  fuch 
Thoughts,  I  have  only  given  an  Inftance  of  what  is  prac- 
ticable, and  amfenfible  that  I  am  as  difiant  from  the 

*  y'rs  m  rpia.  Xr'qGi')(_6pii  'yiymxeic,,  de   vehementer 
indodlo  et  imperito  did  folitum.  Erafm.  Adag. 
Vol.  III.  E  e  Force 
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Force  and  Elevation  of  Pindar,  as  others  have  hitherto 
been  from  the  Harmony  and  Regularity  of  his  Xum- 
bers. 

Again,  we  having  no  Chorus  tofmg  our  Odes,  the 
Titles,  as  luell  as  Ufe,  0/  Strophe,  Antiftrophe,  and 
Epode,  are  objolete  and  impertinent:  And  certainly 
there  may  be  very  good  Englffh  Odes,  without  the 
Diftindion  of  Greek  Appellations  to  their  Stanzas. 
That  I  have  mentioned  them  here,  and  obferved  the 
Order  of  them  in  the  enfuing  Ode,  is  therefore  only  the 
more  intelligibly  to  explain  the  extraordinary  Regula- 
rity of  the  Compofition  of  thofe  Odes,  which  have  been 
reprejented  to  us  hitherto,  as  the  mofi  confufed  Struc- 
tures in  Nature. 

However,  though  there  be  no  Mecefjity  that  our  Tri- 
umphal OdesfJiould  conffl  of  the  Three  afore-mentioned 
Stanzas;  yet  if  the  Reader  can  obferve,  that  the  great 
Variation  of  the  Mimbers  in  the  Third  Stanza  (call  it 
Epode,  or  what  you  pleafe)  has  a  pleafing  Effect  in 
the  Ode,  and  makes  him  return  to  the  Firfl  or  Second 
Stanzas,  with  more  Appetite,  than  he  could  do  if  always 
cloyed  luith  the  fame  Quantities  and  Meafures,  I  can- 
not fee  why  fome  life  may  not  be  made  of  Pindar'j  Ex- 
ample, to  the  great  Improvement  of  the  Englifh  Ode. 
There  is  certainly  a  Pleafure  in  beholding  any  Thing 
that  has  Art  and  Difficulty  in  the  Contrivance;  efpecially, 
if  it  appears  fo  carefully  executed,  that  the  Difficulty 
does  notfhow  itfelf  'till  it  is  fought  for;  and  that  the 
feeming  Eafinefs  of  the  Work,frflfets  us  upon  the  En- 
quiry, 
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qiiiry.  Nothing  can  be  called  Beautiful  without  Pro- 
portion. When  Symmetry  aiid  Harmony  are  wanting, 
neither  the  Eye  nor  the  Ear  can  be  pleajed.  Therefore 
certainly  Poetry,  which  includes  Painting  and  Mtfic, 
fiouldnotbe  defiituteof  them;  and  of  all  Poetry,  ejpe- 
cially  the  Ode,  whofe  End  and  Efjence  is  Harmony. 

Mr.  Cowley,  in  his  Preface  to  his  Pindaric  Odes, 
f peaking  of  the  Mific  of  the  lumbers,  Jays,  which 
fometimes  (efpecially  in  Songs  and  Odes)  almoft 
without  any  Thing  elfe,  makes  an  Excellent  Poet. 
Having  mentioned  Mr.  Cowley,  it  may  very  well 
be  expeBed,  that  Something  fhould  be  f aid  of  him,  at  a 
Time  when  the  Imitation  of  Pindar  is  the  'Theme   oj 
our  Difcourfe.     But  there  is  that  great  Defer efice  due 
to  the  Me7nory,  great  Parts,  and  Learning  of  that  Gen- 
tleman, that  I  think  Kothing  fnould  be  objected  to  the 
Latitude    he  has  taken  in  his  Pindaric  Odes.      The 
Beauty  of  his  Verfes,   are  an  Atonement  for  the  Irre- 
gularity of  his  Stanzas;  and  though  he  dJd  not  imi- 
tate Pindar  in  the  StriBnefs  of  his  Mimbers,  he  has 
very  often  happily  copied  him  in  the  Force  of  his  Fi- 
gures, and  Sublimity  of  his  Style  and  Sentiments. 

Tet  I  mtft  beg  Leave  to  add,  that  I  believe  thofe  ir- 
regular Odes  of  Mr.  Cowley,  may  have  been  the  prin- 
cipal, though  innocent  Occcfion,  oJ  Jo  many  deformed 
Poems  fince,  ivhich  irflead  of  being  true  PiBures  of 
Pindar,  have  (to  uje  the  It3li3.n  Painters  Terms)  been 
only  Caricaturas  of  him,  Rejemblances  that  Jor  the 
mofi  Part  have  been  either  Horrid  or  Ridiculous. 

E  e  2  For 
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For  my  own  Part,  I  frankly  own  my  Error,  in  hav- 
ing heretofore  mifcalled  a  few  irregular  Stanzas  a 
Pindaric  Ode ;  and  pojjibly,  if  others,  who  have  been 
under  the  fame  Mifiake,  would  ingenuoufly  confefs  the 
Truth,  they  might  otun,  that  never  having  conjulted 
Pindar  himfelf  they  took  all  his  Irregularity  upon  Trujt; 
and  finding  their  Account  in  the  great  Eafe  loith 
which  they  could  produce  Odes  tuithout  being  obliged 
either  to  Meafure  or  Defign,  remained  fatisfied ;  and, 
it  may  be,  were  not  altogether  unwilling  to  negleB  be- 
ing undeceived.  -     * 

Though  there  be  little  (if  any  Thing)  left  of  Or- 
pheus, but  his  Name,  _)'^^  z/ *  Paufanias  was  well 
inform£d.,  we  may  be  affured  thai  ^xQwity  was  a  Beauty 
which  he  inoft  induftrioufly  labored  to  preferve.  in  his 
Hymns,  notiuithfandi?ig,  as  the  fame  Author  reports^ 
that  they  loere  but  few  in  Xumber. 

The  Shortnefs  of  the  following  Ode,  will,  I  hope, 
atone  for  the  Length  of  the  Preface,  and  infomeMea- 
Jure  Jor  the  Defeds  which  may  be  found  in  it.  It 
conffts  of  the  fame  JVu?nber  of  Stanzas  with  that  beau- 
tiful Ode  of  Pindar,  which  is  thefirft  of  his  Pythics; 
and  though  I  luas  unable  to  imitate  him  in  any  other 
Beauty,  I  refolved  to  eiideavour  to  copy  his  Brevity, 
and  take  the  Advantage  of  a  Remark  he  has  made  in 
the  lafl  Strophe  of  the  fame  Ode,  which  take  in  the 
Paraphrafe  0/"  S u do riu s . 

Qui 

*  Boeotic.  pag.  588. 
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Qui  multa  paucis  ftringere  commode 
Novere,  morfus  hi  facile  invidos 
Spernunt,  et  auris  menfque  pura 
Omne  fupervacuum  reje6lat. 


E  e  3  ODE 
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ODE. 

I. 

DAUGHTER  of  Memory,  Immortal  Mufe, 
Calliope;  what  Poet  wilt  thou  choofe 
Of  A  XXA\  Name  to  fmg  ? 
To  whom  wilt  thou  thy  Fire  impart, 
Thy  Lyre,  thy  Voice,  and  tuneful  Art; 
Whom  raife  Sublime  on  thy  Ethereal  Wing, 
And  confecrate  withDews  of  thy  Cajtalian  Spring? 

II. 
Without  thy  Aid,  the  moft  afpiring  Mind 
Muft  flagbeneath,  to  narrow  Flights  confin'd, 
Striving  to  rife  in  vain : 
Nor  e'er  can  hope  with  equal  Lays 
To  celebrate  bright  Virtue's  Praife. 
Thy  Aidobtain'd,  even  I,  the  humbleft Swain, 
May  climb  Pierian  Heights,  and  quit  the  lowly 
Plain. 

III. 
High  in  the  Starry  Orb  is  hung. 
And  next  Alcides  Guardian  Arm, 
That  ^  Harp  to  which  thy  Orpheus  fung. 
Who  Woods,  and  Rocks,  and  Winds,  cou'd 
charm;  That 
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That  Harp  which  on  Cyllenes  fhady  Hill, 
When  firfl  the  Vocal  Shell  was  found. 

With  more  than  mortal  Skill 
\n\Qnx.ov  Hermes  taught  to  found. 
Hermes,   on  bright  Latonas  Son, 
By  fweet  Perfuafion  won. 
The  wond'rous  Work  beftow'd  ; 
Latonas  Son,  to  thine 
Indulgent,  gave  the  Gift  Divine  : 
A  God  the  Gift,  a  God  th'  Invention  fliow'd, 

I. 
To  that  high-founding  Lyre  I  tune  my  Strains; 
A  lower  Note  his  lofty  Song  difdains 
Who  fmgs  o^  A  NX  As  Name. 
The  Lyre  is  ftruck!  the  Sounds  I  hear! 
O  Mufe,  propitious  to  my  Pray'r! 
O  well  known  Sounds!  O  Melody,  the  fame 
That  kindled  Mantuan  Fire,    and  rais'd  Mcsoniaii 
Flame! 

IL    ' 
Nor    are  thefe  Sounds  to  Britijli  Bards  un- 
known, 
Or  fparingly  reveal'd  to  one  alone : 

E  e  4  Witnefs 
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Witnefs  fweet  Spenfers  Lays : 
And  witnefs  that  Immortal  Song, 
As  Spenjer  fweet,  as  Milton  ftrong,  ' 
Which  humble  Boyn  o'er  Tiber  s  Flood  cou'd 
raife, 
And  mighty  William  fnig,   wi  th  well  proportion'd 
P  raife. 

III. 
Rife,  fair  Augujla,  lift  thy  Head, 
With  golden  Tow'rs  thy  Front  adorn  ; 
Come  forth,  as  comes  from  Tithons  Bed, 
With  chearful  Ray,  the  ruddy  Morn. 
Thy  lovely  Form,  and  frefh  reviving  State, 
In  cryftal  Flood  of  Thames  furvey  ; 

Then  blefs  thy  better  Fate, 
Blefs  AXXAs  moft  aufpicious  Sway. 
While    diftant    Realms    and     neighb'rinq: 
Lands, 
Arm'd  Troops  and  hollile  Bands 
On  ev'ry  Side  raolefl, 
Thy  happier  Clime  is  Free, 
Fair  C  A  p  i  t  A  l  of  Liberty ! 
And  Plenty  knows,  and  Days  of  Halcyon  Reft- 

L  As 
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I. 

As  Britain  ?>  Ifle,  when  old  vex'd  Ocean  roars, 
Unfhaken  fees,  againft  her  Silver  Shores, 
His  foaming  Billows  beat; 
So  Britain  ?>  Q^U  E  E  N,   amidfl  the  Jars 
And  Tumults  of  a  World  of  Wars, 
Fix'd  on  the  Bafe  of  her  well-founded  State, 
Serene    and    fafe    looks    down,    nor   feels   the 
Shocks  of  Fate. 
II. 
But  Greatefl  Souls,  tho'  bleft  withfweetRepofe, 
Are  fooneft  touch'd  w^ith  Senfe  of  others  Woes. 
Thus  AXXA's    mighty  Mind,      ' 
To  Mercy  and  foft  Pity  prone. 
And  mov'd  with  Sorrows  not  her  own. 
Has  all  her  Peace  and  downy  Reft  relign'd, 
To  wake  for  common  Good,    and  fuccor    Hu- 
man-kind. 

III. 
Fly,  Tyranny,  no  more  be  known 
Within  Europas  blifsful  Bound; 
Far  as  th'  unhabitable  Zone 
Fly  ev'ry  hofpitable  Ground. 


To 
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To  horrid  ^  Xjmhlas  frozen  Realms  repair. 
There,  with  the  baleful  Beldam,  Night, 

Unpeopled  Empire  ftiare. 
And  rob  thofe  Lands  of  Legal  Right. 
For  now  is  come  the  promis'd  Hour, 
When  Juflice  ftiall  have  Pow'r; 
Juftice  to  Earth  reflor'd! 
Again  AJtraa  reigns! 
A  MM  A  Her  equal  Scale  maintains, 
And  M  A  R  L  B  R  o'  wields  Her  fure  decidingSword. 

L 
Now,    cou'dft  thou  foar,  my  Mufe,  to  fmg  the 

Man 
In  Heights  fublime,  as  when  the  Mantuan  Swan 
Her  tow'ring  Pinions  fpread; 
Thou  fhould'ft  of  Marlbro'  fing,  whofe 

Hand 
Unerring  from  his  Q^U  E  E  N's  Command, 
Far  as  the^  Seven-mouth'd  IJiefs  fecretHead, 
To  fave  th' Imperial  State,  Her  hardy  Britonsltd. 

n. 

Nor  there  thy  Songfliould  end;tho'  all  the  Nine 
Might  well  theirHarps  and  heav'nly  Voices  join 


To 
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To  fing  that  Glorious  Day, 
When  Bold  Bavaria  fled  the  Field, 
And  Veteran  G<2w/i,  unus'd  to  yield, 
On  Blenheim  ?>  Plain,  imploring  Mercy,  lay; 
And  Spoils  and  Trophies  won,    perplex'd  the 
Vi6lor's  Way. 

III. 
But  cou'd  thy  Voice  of  Blenheim  fing, 
And  with  Succefs  that  Song  purfue ; 
What  Art  cou'd  aid  thy  wearied  Wing 
To  keep  the  Vi6lor  ftill  in  view  ? 
For  as  the  Sun  n^'er  flops  his  radiant  Flight, 
Nor  fets,  but  with  impartial  Ray, 

To  all  who  want  his  Light, 
Alternately  transfers  the  Day: 
So  in  the  Glorious  Round  of  Fame, 
Great  Marlbro',  ftill  the  fame, 
Inceffant  runs  his  Courfe; 
To  Climes  remote,  and  near. 
His  conqu'ring  Arms  by  Turns  appear, 
And  univerfal  is  his  Aid  and  Force. 

I. 
Attempt  not  to  proceed,  unwary  Mufe, 
For  O  !  what  Notes,   what    Numbers  cou'dfl 
thou  choofe,  Tho' 
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Tho'  in  all  Numbers  fkill'd; 
To  fmg  the  Hero's  matchlefs  Deed, 
Which  *  Behia  fav'd,  3.nd  Brabant  freed; 
To  fmg  Ramilias  Day!  to  which  muft  yield 
Cannes  ^  Illuftrious  Fight,  andFam'd  ^Pharfahas 
Field. 

II. 
In  the  fhort  Courfe  of  a  Diurnal  Sun, 
Behold  the  Work  of  many  Ages  done ! 
What  Verfe  fuch  Worth  can  raife? 
Luftre  and  Life,  the  Poet's  Art 
To  middle  Virtue  may  impart; 
But  Deeds  fublime,  exalted  high  like  Thefe, 
Tranfcend  his  utmoft  Flight ;  and  mock  his  dif- 
tant  Praife. 

III. 
Still  wou'd  the  willing  Mufe  afpire, 
With  Tranfport  ftill  her  Strains  prolong; 
But  Fear  unftrings  the  trembling  Lyre, 
And  Admiration  flops  her  Song. 
Go  on,  Great  Chief,  in  ^4  XKAs  Caufe  pro- 
ceed; 
Nor  flieath  the  Terrors  of  thy  Sword, 

'Till 
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'Till  Europe  thou  haft   freed, 

And  Univeifal  Peace  reftor'd. 

This  mighty  Work  when  thou   fhalt  end. 
Equal  Rewards  attend. 
Of  Value  far  above 
Thy  Trophies  and  thy  Spoils; 

Rewards  even  Worthy  of  thy  Toils, 
Thy  Q^U  E  E  N's  juft  Favor,  and    thy  Coun- 
try's Love. 

NOTES  to  the  foregoing  ODE. 

li^RPHEUS  was /aid  to  be  the  Son  of  the  Mufe 
\J  Calliope.  The  poetical  'Fidion  of  the  Harp 
of  Orpheus  is  this.  Mercury,  the  fame  Day  that 
he  was  born  o/Maia  in  Cyllene,  a  Mountain  of  Ax- 
c^did.,  found  a  living  Tor toife,  which  he  carried  home 
with  hirn  to  his  Cradle,  and  immediately  compofed  a 
Harp  of  the  Shell.  A  little  after  hefole  the  Oxen  oj 
Apollo;  this  caifedfome  Difference  between  the  Dei- 
ties, but  the  Matter  bei^ig  referred  to  Jupiter,  he  or- 
dered Mercury  to  return  the  Oxento  the  right  Owner; 
on  this  there  followed  not  only  a  Reconciliation  but 
Friendfnip,  and  Apollo  expreffmg  an  extreme  Plea- 

Jure 
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Jure  at  the  Invention  of  the  Harp,  Mercury  bejiowed 
it  on  him  as  a  Pledge  of  his  Juture  Friendjhip.  Of  this, 
Homer,  in  his  Hymn  to  Mercury,  fpeaks  at  large. 
Afterwards  Apollo  inventing  another  Infirument  called 
the  Cithara,  gave  the  luyidi  to  Or^htu^.  TheMu[es, 
after  the  Death  of  Orpheus,  tr an/late d  his  Harp  into 
Heaven,  where  it  became  a  Confiellation,  and  is  placed 
betvjeen  the  Knee  and  Left  Arm  of  Engonafis  or 
Hercules. 

2  Nova  Zembla,  a  miferable  Region  in  the  Fri- 
gid Zj)ne,  where  there  is  neither  Tree  nor  Herb,  but 
perpetual  Frofl  and  Snow,  and  where,  for  one  half  of 
the  Tear,  it  is  continual  JVight. 

3  Lucan  m  his  Third  Book,  V.  202.  gives  it  the 
indefinite  Epithet  of  Multifidi  Iftri.  But  Ovid, 
Trift.  2.  Solus  ad  ingrelTus  miffus  Septemplicis 
lilri.  And  Sidonius  Apollinaris  gives  it  the  fame 
Epithet,  on  the  like  Occafwn  with  this  Ode,  lohen,  in 
his  Panegyric  to  Majorianus  Gasfar,  he  tells  him, 

Illicet  aggrederis,  quod  nuilus  tempore  noflro 
Auguftus  potuit,  rigidum  Septemplicis  Iftri 

Agmen  in  arma  rapis 

The  ancient  Geographers  differed  very  much  in  their 
Account  of  the  Rife  of  this  River;  fo  that  on  a  double 
Account  the  fame  Epithets  may  be  appropriated  to  it 
which  are  ufual  to  the  Nile. 

4  Belgia  need  not  only  be  frilly  underjiood  of  the 
Seven  Provinces,  called  Belgium  Foederatum,  by  the 
Dflindion  made  in  the  Time  of  Yhi\.  2.  hut  may  alfo 
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be  interpreted  with  refpeB  to  that  which  was  anciently 
called  Belgium,  comprehending  the  lower  Gennd.ny, 
in  regard  of  the  great  Confequences  attending  fuch 
a  Victory, 

5  Gannse,  as  inconfiderahle  a  Village  as  Blenheim, 
'till  in  like  Manner  made  memorable  and  illujirious  by 
the  great  and  entire  Vidory  which  Hannibal  obtained 
there  over  the  Romans, 

6  Vh'diX^dMdi,  famous  for  the  Overthrow  of  Pompey 
by  Julius  C  aefar ;  a  wonderful  ViBory,  but  may  jufily 
befaid  to  yield  to  that  of  Ramilies.  For  the  Defign 
and  End  of  the  firfl  was  to  enflave  Mankind,  the  ma- 
nifeft  Aim  and  Event  of  the  latter  has  been  to  fet 
them  at  Liberty. 


To 
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To  the  Right  Honorable  the 

EARL  oi  GO  DO  LPH  IK, 

Lord  High  Treasurer  of  Great- Britain, 

PINDARIC    ODE. 

'  Quemvis  media  erue  turba : 


Aut  ob  avaritiam,  aut  mifcra  ambitionc  laborat. 

Himc  capit  drgentifplendor 

Hie  mutat  merQesfurgente  a  [pie,  ad  eum  quo 
Vefpertina  tepet  regio:  quiii  per  mala  praeceps. 

Fertur 

Omnes  hi  metumit  verfus,  odere  poetas. 

Hor.  Sat.  4.  L.  1. 


T 


ODE. 

I. 

O  hazardous  Attempts  and  hardy  Toils, 

Ambition  fome  excites; 
And  fome,  Delire  of  martial  Spoils 

To  bloody  Fields  invites; 
Others,  infatiate  Thirft  of  Gain, 
Provokes  to  tempt  the  dangerous  Main, 


To 
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To  pafs  the  burning  Line,  and  bear 
Th' Inclemency  of  Winds,  and  Seas,  and  Air; 
Prefling  the  doubtfulVoy'ge 'till  India's  Shore 
Her  fpicy  Bofom  bares,  and  fpreads  her  fhining 
Ore. 

II. 
Nor  WidowsTears,  nor  tender  Orphans  Cries, 
Can  flop  th'  Invader's  Force; 
Nor  fwelling  Seas,  nor  threat'ning  Skies, 

Prevent  the  Pirate's  Courfe: 
Their  Lives  to  felfifh  Ends  decreed. 
Thro'  Blood  or  Rapine  they  proceed  ; 
No  anxious  Thoughts  of  ill  Repute 
Sufpend  th'  impetuous  and  unjufl  Purfuit : 
But  Pow'r  and  Wealth  obtain'd,    guilty  and 
great. 
Their  Fellow- Creatures  Fears  they  raife,  or  urge 
their  Hate. 

III. 
But  not  for  thefe,  his  Iv'ry  Lyre 
Will  tuneful  Phoebus  ftring. 
Nor  Polyhymnia,  crown'd  amid  the  Choir, 

Th'  immortal  Epode  fing. 
Vol.  III.  Ff  Thy 
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Thy  Springs, '  Cajtalia,  turn  their  Streams  afide 

From  Rapine^  Avarice,  and  Pride; 
Nor  do  thy  Greens,  fhady  ^  Aonia,  grow. 

To  bind  with  Wreaths  a  Tyranfs  Brow. 
I. 
How  juft^  moft  niighty  Jove,  yet  how  fevere 
Is  thy  fupreme  Decree, 
^  That  impious  Men  fhall  joylefs  hear 

The  Mufes  Harmony! 
Their facred  Songs,  (the  Recompenfe 
Of  Virtue,  and  of  Innocence) 
Which  pious  Minds  to  Rapture  raife^ 
And  worthy  Deeds  at  once  excite  and  praife, 
To  guiky  Hearts  afford  no  kind  ReHef ; 
But  add  inflamingRage,  and  more  afRiding  Grief, 

11. 
Monftrous  ^  Typhaus,  thus,  new  Terrors  fill, 
He,  who  affail'd  the  Skies, 
And  now^  beneath  the  burning  Hill 

Of  dreadful  Etna  lies, 
Hearing  the  Lyre's  celeflial  Sound, 
He  bellows  in  th'  Abyfs  profound  ; 
Sicilia  trembles  at  his  Roar, 
Tremble  the  Seas,  and  far  Campania  s  Shore; 

While 


POEMS  upon  fever al  Occafions,      451 

While  all  his  hundred  Mouths  at  once  expire 
Volumes  of  curling  Smoke,  and  Floods  of  liquid 
Fire. 

III. 
From  Heav'n  alone,  all  Good  proceeds; 
To  heav'nly  Minds  belong 
AllPowVandLove,GoDOLPHiN,ofgoodDeeds, 

And  Senfe  of  Sacred  Song ! 
And  thus,  moll  pleafing  are  the  Mufe's  Lays 

To  them  who  merit  mofl  her  Praife; 
Wherefore,  for  thee,  her  Iv'ry  Lyre  fhe  firings, 
And  foars  with  Rapture  while  ftie  lings. 
I. 
Whether,  Affairs  of  mofl  important  Weight 
Require  thy  aiding  Hand, 
And  AXKA\  Caufe  and  Europe'sF^te 

Thy  ferious  Thoughts  demand ; 
Whether,  thy  Days  and  Nights  are  fpent 
In  Cares,  on  Public  Good  intent; 
Or,  whether  leifure  Hours  invite 
To  manly  Sports,  or  to  refin'd  Delight; 
In  Courts  refiding,  or  to  Plains  retir'd. 
Where  gen'rous  Steeds  contefl,  with  Emulation 
fir'd; 

F  f  2  II,  Thee 
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II. 
Thee  ftill  fhe  feeks,and  tuneful  fmgs  thy  Name, 
As  once  fhe  ^  Theron  fung. 
While  with  the  deathlefs  Worthy's  Fame 

Olympian  ^  Pifa  rung : 
Nor  lefs  Sublime,  is  now,  her  Choice, 
Nor  lefs  infpir'd  by  thee,  her  Voice. 
And  now,  fhe  loves  aloft  to  found 
The  Man  for  more  than  MortalDeeds  renown'd ; 
Varying  anon  her  Theme,  fhe  takes  Delight 
The  fwift-heel'd  ^  Horfe  to  praife,    and  fmg  his 
rapid  Flight. 

III. 
And  fee  !   the  ^  Air-born  Racers  flart, 
Impatient  of  the  Rein ; 
Fafter  they  run,  than  flies  the  Scythian  Dart, 

Nor  pafFmg,  print  the  Plain  I 
The  Winds  themfelves,  who  with  their  Swift- 
nefs  vie. 
In  vain  their  airy  Pinions  ply ; 
So  far  in  matchlefs  Speed  thy  Courfers  pafs 
Th'  Ethereal  Authors  of  their  Race, 

I.  And 
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I. 

And  now,  awhile,  the  well-ftrain'd  Courfers 
breathe  ; 
And  now,  my  Mufe,  prepare 
Of  9  Olive  Leaves  a  twifted  Wreath 

To  bind  the  Victor's  Hair. 
^°  Pallas,  in  Care  of  Human-kind, 
The  fruitful  Olive  firfl  defign'd; 
Deep  in  the  Glebe  her  Spear  fhe  lanc'd, 
When  all  at  once,  the  laden  Boughs  advanc'd: 
The  Gods  with  Wonder  view'd  the  teeming 
Earth, 
And  all,  with  one  Confent,    approv'd  the  beau- 
teous Birth. 

H. 

This  done,  Earth-fhakingJVk/?^M7z^nextefray'd, 
In  Bounty  to  the  World, 
To  emulate  the  blue-ey'd  Maid  ; 

And  his  huge  Trident  hurl'd 
Againfl  the  founding  Beach  ;  the  Stroke 
Transfix'd  the  Globe,  and  open  broke 
The  Central  Earth,  whence,  fwift  as  Light, 
Forth  rufh'd  the  firfl-bornHorfe,  Stupendous 
Sight! 

F  f  3  J^eptwfie,, 
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Xeptune^  for  human  Good  the  Beaft  ordains, 
Whom  foon  he  tam'd  to  life,  and  taught  to  hear 
the  "  Reins. 

III. 
Thus  Gods  contended,  (noble  Strife ! 
Worthy  the  heav'nly  Mind) 
Who  moft  (hould  do  to  foften  anxious  Life, 

And  moft  endear  Mankind. 
Thus  thou,GODQLPHIN,  doftwithMARLBRo' 
ftrive. 
From  whofe  joint  Toils  we  Reft  derive : 
Triumph  in  Wars  abroad  his  Arm  aflures, 
Sweet  Peace  at  home  thy  Care  fecures. 

N  O  T  E  S  to  the  foregoing   ODE. 

I  /^0MM0XLYC2i^dlm^,buthy  Virg.  Geor.3. 
V>/  called  Caftalia,  a  Fountain  at  the  Foot  ofVdiX- 
naflus,  facred  to  the  Mufes. 

2  Aonia,  the  hilly  and  woody  Part  of  Bcsot'm,  be- 
lieved to  have  been  much  frequented  by  the  Mufes. 

3  That  impious  Men  fhall  joylefs  hear,   h'c. 
This  Thought  or  Opinion  is  borroioed  from  Pindar, 
Pyth.  I.  where  he  fays But  fuch  Men  whom 

Jupiter 
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Jupiter  hates,  are  confounded  with  Terror  when 
they  hear  the  fweet    Harmony   of  the   Mufes, 

This  Pajfage  is  often  cited  by  Plutarch,  and  others, 
in  Favor  of  Mufic  and  Poetry.  Mr.  Cowley,  in  his 
Notes  on  his  Davideis,  Booki.  on  David'j  dijpojfejf- 
ing  Saul  of  the  Evil  Spirit,  colleBs  a  great  Num^ 
ber  of  furprifmg  Citations  on  this  SuhjeB. 

4  Typhoeus,  one  of  the  Giants  who  ^attempted  to 
fiorni  Heaven;  but  Jupiter  flriick  him  with  Thunder, 

and  laid  him  under  the  Ifland  of  Sicily,  with  Etna 
on  his  Breaft.     This  Stanza  is  alfo  copied  from  the 
fame  Ode  of  Pindar,  where  this  Monfler  is  Jaid  to  have 
an  hundred  Heads,  as  alfo  in  Olymp.  4. 

5  Theron,    a  Prince  of  Agrigentum,    to  whom 
Pindar  addrejjes  his  fecond  and  third  Olympic. 

6  Pifa,  a  Town  in  Peloponnefus,  near  to  which 
the  Olympic  Games  were  celebrated. 

7  So  Horace,  L.  4.  Ode  2.  fpeaks  of  Pindar — 
as  fmging  Jometimes  the  Hero,  fometimes  the  Horfe; 

Pugilemve  Equumve  dicit,  'b'c. 

8  Air-born.  Alluding  to  the  Notion  that  Mares 
have  conceived  by  the  Weftern  Wind,  ivithout  the  Affift- 
ance  of  a  Horfe:  5^^  Virg.  Georg.  3.  ver.  273. 
from  whence  Taflb  has  borrowed  the  Birth  of  Ray- 
mond'j  Horfe.  Gierufalem.  Cant.    7, 

Volta  faperta  bocca  incontro  I'ora 
Raccoglie  i  femi  del  fecondo  vehto, 
E  de  tepidi  fiati  (  6  meraviglia!)  h'c, 

F  f  4  Virg^ 
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Virg. illae 

Ore  omnes  verfe  in  Zephyfum,  ftant  rupibus 

altis, 
Exceptantque  Leves  auras:  et  faspe  fine  ullis 
Conjugiis,ventogravidae  (mirabiledidu!)  ^c. 

9  Olive    Leaves.     A71   Olive  Garland  was  the 
Reioard  of  Victory  in  the  Olympic  Games. 

10  Pallas,  h'c.  The  Fable  on  which  this  Digrejfion 
is  founded,  is,  that  Neptune  and  Pallas  had  a  Con- 
tention who Jhould give  the  Name  to  Athens;  and  it 
was  agreed,  that  which  of  themfiould  confer  the  great- 
efl  Benefit  on  Mankind,  fiould  obtain  the  Vidory.  The 
Gods  were  ajfembled  in  Judgment,  and  Vdlldi^Jlriick 
the  Earth  with  her  Spear  ^whence  up  fprung  the  fruit- 
ful Olive-Tree;  then  Neptune  in  his  Turn  darted 
his  Trident  agairi/i  the  Earth,  which  opening,  was 
delivered  of  a  Horfe ;  but  the  Vidory  was  adjudged  to 
Pallas. 

1 1  To  hear  the  Reins — They  who  do  not  remember 
Virgil,  may  think  this  Metaphor  too  bold.  He  has  ven- 
tured to  apply  it  even  to  the  Chariot  rather  than  the 
Horfes.  Georg.   i. 

Fertur  equis  auriga,  neque  audit  currus  habe- 
nas. 


A  N 
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A   N 

POSSIBLE  THING. 

A     T   A   L   E. 

<f 

TO  thee,  Dear  Dick,  this  Tale  I  fend, 
Both  as  a  Critic  and  a  Friend. 
I  tell  it  with  fome  Variation 
{Not  altogether  a  Tranflation) 
From  La  Fontaine;  an  Author,  Dick, 
Whofe  Mufe  would  touch  thee  to  the  quick. 
The  Subje6l  is  of  that  fame  Kind 
To  which  thy  Heart  feems  mofl  inclin'd: 
How  Verfe  may  alter  it,  God  knows, 
Thou  lov'fl  it  well,  I'm  fure,  in  Profe. 
So,  without  Preface,  or  Pretence, 
To  hold  thee  longer  in  Sufpence, 
I  fhall  proceed,  as  I  am  able, 
To  the  Recital  of  my  Fable. 

A  Goblin  of  the  merry  Kind, 
More  black  of  Hue,  than  curs'd  of  Mind, 
To  help  a  Lover  in  Diflrefs, 
Contriv'd  a  Charm  with  fuch  Succefs, 

That 
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That  in  fliort  Space  the  cruel  Dame 
Relented,  and  return'd  his  Flame. 
The  Bargain  made  betwixt  'em  both. 
Was  bound  by  Honor  and  by  Oath: 
The  Lover  laid  down  his  Salvation, 
And  Satan  ftak'd  his  Reputation. 
The  latter  promis'd  on  his  Part 
(To  ferve  his  Friend  and  fhow  his  Art) 
That  Madam  fhou'd,  by  twelve  o'  Clock, 
Tho'  hitherto  as  hard  as  Rock, 
Become  as  gentle  as  a  Glove, 
And  kifs  and  coo  like  any  Dove. 
In  fhort,  the  Woman  fhould  be  his, 
That  is,  upon  Condition^ — — Viz. 
That  He,  the  Lover,  after  tailing 
What  one  wou'd  wifli  were  everlafting; 
Should,  in  Return  for  fuch  Enjoyment, 
Supply  the  Fiend  with  frefh  Employment: 
That's  all,  quoth  Pug;    my  poor  Requeft 
Is,  only  never  to  have  Reft; 
You  thought,  'tis  like,  with  Reafon  too, 
That  I  fhould  have  been  ferv'd,  not  You : 
But  what;  upon  my  Friend  impofe! 
No  — — tho'  a  Devil,  none  of  thofe. 

Your 
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Your  Bufinefs  then,  pray  underfland  me, 

Is  Nothing  more  but  to  Command  me. 

Of  one  Thing  only  let  me  warn  ye, 

Which  Somewhat  nearly  may  concern  ye : 

As  foon  as  e'er  one  Work  is  done, 

Straight  name  a  new  one;  and  fo  on; 

Let  each  to  other  quick  fucceed, 

Or  elfe — you  know  how  'tis  agreed — 

For  if,  thro'  any  Hums  or  Haws, 

There  haps  an  intervening  Paufe, 

In  which,  for  Want  of  frefti  Commands, 

Your  Slave  obfequious  idleftands. 

Nor  Soul  nor  Body  evermore 

Shall  ferve  the  Nymph  whom  you  adore; 

But  both  be  laid  at  Satan  s  Feet, 

To  be  difpos'd  as  he  thinks  meet. 

At  once  the  Lover  all  approves: 
For  who  can  helitate  that  loves  ? 
And  thus  he  argues  in  his  Thought: 
Why,  after  all,  I  venture  nought; 
What  Myftery  is  in  Commanding? 
Does  that  require  much  Underflanding? 
Indeed,  wer't  my  Part  to  Obey, 
He'd  go  the  better  of  the  Lay : 

But 
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But  he  muft  do  what  I  think  fit — 
Pfhaw,  pfhaw,  young  Beelzebub  is  bit. 

Thus  pleas'd  in  Mind,  he  calls  a  Chair, 
Adjufts  and  combs,  and  courts  the  Fair: 
The  Spell  takes  Place,  and  all  goes  right, 
And  happy  he  employs  the  Night 
In  fweet  Embraces,  balmy  Kiffes; 
And  riots  in  the  Bhfs  of  Bliffes. 
O  Joy,  cry'd  he,  that  haft  no  EcLual! 
But  hold — no  Raptures — mark  the  Sequel. 
For  now,  when  near  the  Morning's  Dawn, 
The  Youth  began  as  'twere  to  yawn; 
His  Eyes  a  filky  Slumber  feiz'd. 
Or  would  have  done,  if  Pug  had  pleas'd: 
But  that  officious  Damon,  near, 
Now  buzz'd  for  Bufmefs  in  his  Ear; 
In  Hafte,  he  names  a  thoufand  Things : 
The  Goblin  plies  his  Wicker  Wings, 
And  in  a  Trice  returns  to  afk 
Another  and  another  Tafk. 
Now,  Palaces  are  built  and  Tow'rs, 
The  Work  of  Ages  in  few  Hours. 
Then,  Storms  are  in  an  Inftant  rais'd. 
Which  the  next  Moment  are  appeas'd. 

Now 
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Now  Show'rs  of  Gold  and  Gems  are  rain'd. 

As  if  each  India  had  been  drain'd: 

And  he,  in  one  aftonifh'd  View, 

Sees  both  Golconda  and  Peru. 

Thefe  Things,  and  ftranger  Things  than  thefe. 

Were  done  with  equal  Speed  and  Eafe. 

And  now^  to  Rome  poor  Pug  he'll  fend: 

And  Pug  foon  reach'd  his  Journey's  End. 

And  foon  return'd  with  fuch  a  Pack 

Of  Bulls  and  Pardons  at  his  Back, 

That  now,  the  Squire  (who  had  fome  Hope 

In  holy  Water  and  the  Pope) 

Was  out  of  Heart,  and  at  a  Stand 

What  next  to  wifh,  and  what  command; 

Invention  flags,  his  Brain  grows  muddy. 

And  black  Defpair  fucceeds  brown  Study. 

In  this  Diftrefs  the  woful  Youth 

Acquaints  the  Nymph  with  all  the  Truth, 

Begging  her  Counfel,  for  whofe  Sake 

Both  Soul  and  Body  were  at  Stake. 

And  is  this  all?    replies  the  Fair: 

Let  me  alone  to  cure  this  Care. 

When  next  your  Dcemon  fhall  appear. 

Pray  give  him — look,  what  I  hold  here. 

And 
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And  bid  him  labor,   fobn  or  late, 
To  lay  thefe  Ringlets  lank  and  ftraight. 
Then,  Something  fcarcely  to  be  feen. 
Her  Finger  and  her  Thumb  between 
She  held,  and  fweetly  fmiling,  cry'd. 
Your  Goblin  s  Skill  fhall  now  be  try'd. 

She  faid ;  and  gave — what  fhall  I  call 
That  Thing  fo  fhining,  crifp  and  fmall, 
Which  round  his  Finger  ftrove  to  twine  ? 
A  Tendril  of  the  Cyprian  Vine  ? 
Or  Sprig  from  Cythereas  Grove ; 
Shade  of  the  Labyrinth  of  Love  ? 
With  Awe,  he  now  takes  from  her  Hand 
That  Fleece-like  Flow'r  of  fairy  Land : 
Lefs  precious,  whilom,  was  the  Fleece 
Which  drew  the  Argonauts  from  Greece; 
Or  that,  which  modern  Ages  fee 
The  Spur  and  Prize  of  Chivalry, 
Whofe  Curls  of  kindred  Texture  grace 
Heroes  and  Kings  oi  Spanijh  Race. 

The  Spark  prepar'd,  and  Pug  at  Hand, 
He  iffues  thus  his  ftrid  Command. 
This  Line,  thus  curve  and  thus  orbicular. 
Render  dire6l  and  perpendicular; 

But 
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But  fo  dired,  that  in  no  Sort 
It  ever  may  in  Rings  retort. 
See  me  no  more  'till  this  be  done: 
Hence,  to  thy  Talk — ^avaunt,  be  gone. 
Away  the  Fiend  like  Lightning  flies. 
And  all  his  Wit  to  Work  applies : 
Anvils  and  PrefTes  he  employs, 
And  dins  whole  Hell  with  hamm'ring  Noife, 
In  vain:   He  to  no  Terms  can  bring 
One  Twirl  of  that  relu6lant  Thing ; 
Th'  elaftic  Fibre  mocks  his  Pains, 
And  its  firft  fpiral  Form  retains. 
New  Stratagems  the  Sprite  contrives, 
And  down  the  Depths  of  Sea  he  dives : 
This  Sprunt  its  Pertnefs  fure  will  lofe 
When  laid  (faid  he)  to  foke  in  Ooze. 
Poor  foolifh  Fiend!   he  little  knew 
Whence  Venus  and  her  Garden  grew. 
Old  Ocean,  with  paternal  Waves 
The  Child  of  his  own  Bed  receives, 
Which  oft  as  dipt  new  Force  exerts, 
And  in  more  vig'rous  Curls  reverts. 
So,  when  to  Earth,  Alcides  flung 
The  huge  Antcsus,  whence  he  fprung, 

From 
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From  ev'ry  Fall  frefli  Strength  he  gain'd, 

And  with  new  Life  the  Fight  maintain'd. 

The  baffled  Goblin  grows  perplex'd, 

Nor  knows  what  Sleight  to  pra61ife  next; 

The  more  he  tries,  the  more  he  fails; 

Nor  Charm,  nor  Art,  nor  Force  avails, 

But  all  concur  his  Shame  to  fliow, 

And  more  exafperate  the  Foe. 

And  now  he  penfive  turns  and  fad, 

And  looks  like  melancholic  mad. 

He  rolls  his  Eyes  now  off,  now  on 

That  wonderful  Phcenomenon. 

Sometimes  he  twifls  and  twirls  it  round. 

Then,  paufmg,  meditates  profound: 

No  End  he  fees  of  his  Surprife, 

Nor  what  it  fhould  be  can  devife : 

For  never  yet  was  Wool  or  Feather, '; 

That  could  fland  buff  againft  all  Weather; 

And  unrelax'd,  like  this,  refill 

Both  Wind  and  Rain,  and  Snow  and  Mill. 

What  Stuff,  or  whence,  or  how  'twas  made, 

What  Spinller  Witch  could  fpin  fuch  Thread, 

He  Nothing  knew ;  but,  to  his  Coft, 

Knew  all  his  Fame  and  Labor  loft. 

Subdu'd 
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Subdu'd,  abafli'd,  he  gave  it  o'er; 

'Tis  faid  he  blufh'd;   'tis  fure  he  fwore 

Not  all  the  Wiles  that  Hell  could  hatch 

Could  conquer  that  Superb  Mustagh. 

Defeated  thus,  thus  difcontent, 

Back  to  the  Man  the  Dcemon  went: 

I  grant,  quoth  he,  our  Contra6l  null. 

And  give  you  a  Difcharge  in  full. 

But  tell  me  now,  in  Name  of  Wonder, 

(Since  I  fo  candidly  knock  under,) 

What  is  this  Thing?  Where  could  it  grow? 

Pray  take  it — 'tis  in  Statu  quo. 

Much  good  may't  do  you ;  for  my  Part, 

I  walh  my  Hands  oft  from  my  Heart. 

In  Truth,  Sir  Goblin  or  Sir  Fairy, 
Replies  the  Lad,  you're  too  foon  weary. 
What,  leave  this  trifling  Talk  undone! 
And  think'ft  thou  this  the  only  one  ? 
Alas!  were  thisfubdu'd,  thou'dft  find 
Millions  of  more  fuch  ftill  behind, 
Which  might  employ,  ev'n  to  Eternity, 
Both  you  and  all  your  whole  Fraternity. 

Vol.  in.  Gg  The 
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The  Peasant  in  Search  of  his  H  e  1  f  e  r. 
A  TALE  after  M.  De  la  Fontaine. 

IT  fo  befell :    A  filly  Swain 
Had  fought  his  Heifer  long  in  vain  * 
For  wanton  flie  had  frifking  ftray'd, 
And  left  the  Lawn  to  feek  the  Shade. 
Around  the  Plain  he  rolls  his  Eyes, 
Then,  to  the  Wood,  in  Hafte  he  hies; 
Where  fingling  out  the  faireft  Tree, 
He  climbs,  in  Hopes  to  hear  or  fee. 

Anon,  there  chanc'd  that  Way  to  pafs 
A  jolly  Lad  and  buxom  Lafs: 
The  Place  was  apt,  the  Paftime  pleafant ; 
Occafion  with  her  Forelock  prefent: 
The  Girl  agog,  the  Gallant  ready; 
So  lightly  down  he  lays  my  Lady. 
But  fo  fhe  turn'd,  or  fo  was  laid, 
That  fhe  fome  certain  Charms  difplay'd, 
Which  with  fuch  Wonder  ftruck  his  Sight, 
(With  Wonder,  much;  more,  with  Delight) 
That  loud  he  cry'd  in  Rapture,  What ! 
What  fee  I,  Gods !  What  fee  I  not ! 

But 
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But  Nothing  nam'd  ;    from  whence  'tis  guefs'd» 
'Twas  more  than  well  could  be  exprefs'd. 

The  Clown  aloft,  who  lent  an  Ear, 
Straight  flopt  him  fhort  in  mid  Career: 
And  louder  cry'd,  Ho,   honeft  Friend, 
That  of  thy  feeing  feeft  no  End; 
Doft  fee  the  Heifer  that  I  feek  ? 
If  doft,  pray  be  fo  kind  to  fpeak. 
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HOME    R's 

HYMN    to    V  E  X  U  S: 

Tranflated  into  English  Verfe. 

To  the  Reader  of  the  enfuing  HYMN. 

OF  the  three  greater  Hymns  of  Homer,  viz. 
one  to  Apollo,  one  to  Mercury,  and  one  to 
Venus,  this  to  Venus  is  the  Jhortejl;  it  is  alfo  the 
rnojlftmple  in  its  Defign,  and  conne^ed  in  its  Parts. 
The  other  two  abound  more  in  Digrejfions  both  Geo- 
graphical and  Mythological,  and  contain  many  Allu- 
fions  to  ancient  Cujioms  and  Hijlory,  which  without  a 
Commentary  could  not  well  be  underfiood  by  the  ge- 
nerality of  Readers.  Thefe  Confiderations  deter- 
mined me  to  acquiefce  in  theTranJlation  of  this  Hymn; 
though  I  had  once  entertained  Thoughts  of  turning 
them  all  three  into  Englifli  Verfe. 

As  I  had  often  read  them  all  with  extraordinary 
Pleafure;  I  could  not  avoid  fome times  refiediing  on 
the  Cenfures  of  fome  Grammarians,  who  have  denied, 
or  at  leaf  doubted,  them  to  be  genuine. 

A  Poem  which  is  good  in  itjelf  cannot  really  lofe 
any  Thing  of  its  Value,  though  itfhould  appear,  upon 
afiri^t  Enquiry,  not  to  be  the  Work  of  fo  eminent  an 
Author,  as  him,  to  whom  it  was  firfl  imputed.     But 

all 
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all  Truth  is  Jo  amiable  in  itfelf,  that  even  where  it  is 
of  leajl  Importance,  there  is  a  Pleajure  in  the  Search 
after  it,  and  a  Satisfadiion  in  the  Vindication  of  it. 

Tho'  the  B.eauties  of  this  enfuing  Poem,  in  the  Ori- 
ginal, luant  not  even  the  Name  of  Homer  to  recom- 
mend them,  and  much  lefs  does  that  mighty  Jsfame  fiand 
in  Meed  of  their  Reputation,  yet,  if  they  are  his,  'tis  an 
Injuflice  to  him  to  afcribe  them  to  any  other;  and  it 
is  a  Hardfiip  to  them  to  deprive  them  of  the  Authority^ 
due  to  them,  and  to  leave  them  to  make  their  Way  thro' 
bad  Judgments,  purely  by  their  awn  Merit. 

I  will  not  trouble  the  Reader,  with  the  Enquiry  my 
Curiofity  led  me  to  make  in  this  Matter;  I  will  only 
give  him  one  Reafon,  of  many,  why  thefe  Hyinns  may 
be  received  for  genuine.  The  mcft  fifpeded  of  them 
all,  is  that  to  Apollo.  (As  for  this  to  Venus,  it 
were  almoft  enough  to  induce  us  to  conclude  it  legi^ 
timate,  to  obferve  that  Lucretius  thought  it  not  below, 
him  to  copy,  from  the  Beginning  of  it,  the  Beginning 
of  his  own  admirable  Poem) 

The  Hymn  to  Apollo  has  been  fuppofed  to  have 
been  written  by  one  Cynaethus  of  Chios,  who  was 
a  famous^  Repeater  of  Homer'5  Verjes.     To  obviate 

G  g  3  which 


*  After  the  Deceafe  of  Homer,  there  were  fuch  Perfons  who 
made  a  Profeffion  of  repeating  his  Verfes;  from  the  Repetitions 
of  whom,  and  of  their  Defcendants  orSucceffors  (for  they  became 
a  Sed)  the  entire  Poems  of  Homer  in  After-times  were  coUeded 
and  put  in  Order.  Thefe  were  called  Homerijlce,  or  Homerida : 
Of  whom  fee  AElian.  Var.  Hiji.  L.  13.  C.  14.  Athenae.  L.  i.  5.  14, 
Strobe  L.  14.  Pindar  Nem,  Ode  2.  Calius  Rodig.  L.  7.  C.  29. 
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which  Suppofition,  we  only  reply,  that  this  very  Hymn 
to  Apollo  is  quoted,  twice  by  Thucydides  in  the 
third  Book  of  his  Hijtory,  and  exprejly  quoted  as  the 
Work  of  Homer. 

After  his  fecond  Quotation,  which  conffls  of  about 
half  a  Score  Verfes,  Thucydides  obferves,  that  in  thofe 
Verfes  Homer  has  made  Mention  of  himfelf:  Hence, 
'tis  beyond  Queftion  Thucydides  believed,  or  rather 
was  ajfured,  it  was  the  Work  of  Homer.  He  might 
be  very  well  morally  ajfured  of  it,  for  he  lived  within 
^four  Hundred  Tears  of  Homer,  and  that  is  no  Dif- 
tance  of  Time  to  render  the  Knowledge  offuch  Things 
either  uncertain  or  obfcure  in  fuch  a  Country  as 
Greece,  and  to  a  Man  offuch  Learning,  Power  and 
Wifdom  as  our  Author.  The  learned  Cafaubon,  in 
his  Comment  on  a  Paffage  in  thefirft  Book  off  Strabo, 
takes  the  Liberty  to  dijfent  from  Strabo,  and  cites, 
as  Authority  againft  him,  Part  of  the  Quotation  made 
by  Thucydides  from  the  cforementioned  Hymn  of 
Homer.  Strabo  fays,  Homer  has  made  no  Men- 
tion of  what  Country  he  was:  In  one  of  the  Verfes 
cited  by  Thucydides,  Homer  calls  himfelf  the  J  blind 
Man  of  rocky  Chios.  Cafaubon 'j  Kote  is  as  fol- 
lows: 


'"Herodotus  fays  of  himfelf,  in  Euterpe,  he  was  but  four  Hundred 
Years  3.hev  HoJiter.     Thucydides  v^z.?,  Contemporary  with  Herodotus, 

\Strah.  L.  i.  Fag.  30. 

|;The  Original  fays The  blind  Man  who  lives  in  rocky  or  Jandy 

Chios,  and  whofe  Foems  JJiall  he  in  the  higheji  EJleem  to  all  Fojteriiy : 
Which  indeed  only  proves  that  he  dwelt  there;  not  that  he  was 
born  there. 
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tows :  In  Hymno  Apollinis  quern  ego  cur  de- 
beamus  ddereh  contra  autoritatem  Thucydidis, 
caufam  nullam  fatis  magnam  video :  in  eo  in- 
quam  Hymno,  haec  de  fe  Homerus,  h'c. 

JVow  whether  it  be  more  reafonable,  by  the  Exam- 
ple of  Jo  learned  a  Man  as  Cafaubon,  to  give  Cre- 
dit to  the  Authority  of  Thucydides,  the  moft  grave, 
wife,  faithful  and  confummate  Hiflorian  that  ever 
wrote;  or  to  give  into  the  Scruples,  Conje5iures,  and 
Suggejlions  of  Scholiafis  and  Grammarians ;  I  leave 
to  the  Determination  of  each  impartial  Reader » 
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HOME    i?'s 

HYMN   to   VENUS. 

SIN  G,  Mufe,  the  Force  and  all-informing  Fire 
Of  Cyprian  Venus,  Goddefs  of  Defire  : 
Her  Charms    th'  Immortal  Minds  of  Gods  can 

move, 
And  tame  the  ftubborn  Race  of  Men  to  Love. 
The  wilder  Herds  and  ravenous  Beafts  of  Pr^^y, 
Her  Influence  feel,  and  own  her  kindly  Sway. 
Thro'  pathlefs  Air,  and  boundlefs  Ocean's  Space, 
She  rules  the  feather'd  Kind  and  finny  Race  ; 
Whole  Nature  on  her  fole  Support  depends, 
And  far  as  Life  exifts  her  Care  extends. 

Of  all  the  num'rous  Hoft  of  Gods  above. 
But  three  are  found  inflexible  to  Love. 
Blue-ey'd  Minerva  free  preferves  her  Heart, 
A  Virgin  unbeguil'd  by  Cupid's  Art; 
In  fliining  Arms  the  martial  Maid  delights, 
O'er  War  prefides,  and  well-difputed  Fights: 
With  Thirft  of  Fame  fhe  firft  the  Hero  fir'd, 
And  firfl  the  Skill  of  ufeful  Arts  infpir'd ; 

Taught 
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Taught  Artifts  firft  the  carving  Tool  to  wield. 
Chariots  with  Brafs  to  arm,  and  form  the  fence- 

ful  Shield; 
She  firft  taught  modeft  Maids  in  early  Bloom 
To  Ihun  the  lazy  Life,  and  fpin,  or  ply  the  Loom. 

Diana  next,  the  Paphian  Queen  defies. 
Her  fmiling  Arts  and  proffer'd  Friendftiip  flies: 
She  loves,  with  well-mouth'd  Hounds  andchear- 

ful  Horn, 
Or  Silver-founding  Voice,  to  wake  the  Morn, 
To  draw  the  Bow,  or  dart  the  pointed  Spear, 
To  wound  the  Mountain  Boar,  or  roufe  theWood- 

land  Deer: 
Sometimes  of  gloomy  Groves  fhe  likes  the  Shades, 
And  there  of  Virgin  Nymphs  the  Chorus  leads ; 
And  fometimes,  feeks  the  Town,  and  leaves  the 

Plains, 
And  loves  Society  where  Virtue  reigns. 

The  third  Celeftial  Pow'r  averfe  to  Love 
Is  Virgin  Vefta,  dear  to  mighty  Jove; 
Whom jV^j^^im^ fought  towed,  and  Phixkis woo'' d; 
And  both  with  fruitlefs  Labor  long  purfu'd; 
For  fhe,  feverely  chafte,  rejected  both, 
And  bound  herPurpofe  with  a  folemn  Oath, 

A 
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A  Virgin  Life  inviolate  to  lead; 
She  fwore,  and  j^of^  affenting  bow'd  his  Head. 
But  (ince  her  rigid  Choice  the  Joys  deny'd     i 
Of  Nuptial  Rites,  and  Bleffings  of  a  Bride, 
The  bounteous  Jove-wiih  Gifts  that  Want  fup 

ply'd. 
High  on  the  Throne  fhe  fits  araidfl  the  Skies, 
And  firft  is  fed  with  Fumes  of  Sacrifice: 
For  Holy  Rites  to  Vejia  firfl  are  paid. 
And  on  her  Altar  Firft-fruit Off' rings  laid; 
So  Jove  ordain'd  in  Honor  of  the  Maid. 

Thefe  are  the  Pow'rs  above,  and  only  thefe. 
Whom  Love  and  Cythereds  Art  difpleafe : 
Of  other  Beings,  none  in  Earth  or  Skies 
Her  Force  refifts,  or  Influence  denies. 
With  Eafe,  her  Charms  the  Thunderer  can  bind, 
And  captivate  with  Love  th' Almighty  Mind: 
Ev'n  He,  whofe  dread  Commands  the  Gods  obey, 
Submits  to  her,  and  owns  fuperior  Sway; 
Enflav'd  to  mortal  Beauties  by  her  Pow'r, 
He  oft  defcends,  his  Creatures  to  adore; 
While,  to  conceal  the  Theft  from  Juno\  Eyes, 
Some  well-dilfembled  Shape  the  God  belies. 


Juno, 
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jfuno,  his  Wife  and  Sifter,  both  in  Place 
And  Beauty,  firft  among  th' Ethereal  Race; 
Whom,  all  tranfcending  in  fuperior  Worth, 
Wife  Saturn  got,  and  Cybele  brought  forth; 
And  Jove,  by  never-erring  Counfelfway'd, 
The  Partner  of  his  Bed  and  Empire  made. 

But  Jove  at  length,  with  juft  Refentment  fir'd. 
The  laughing  Queen  herfelf  with  Love  infpir'd. 
Swift  thro'  her  Veins  the  fweet  Contagion  ran, 
And  kindled  in  her  Breaft  Defire  of  mortal  Man; 
That  fhe,  like  other  Deities,  might  prove 
The  Pains  and  Pleafures  of  inferior  Love; 
And  not  infultingly  the  Gods  deride, 
Whofe  Sons  were  human  by  the  Mother's  Side: 
Thus,   Jove  ordain'd  fhe  now  for  Man  fhould 

burn. 
And  bring  forth  mortal  Offspring  in  her  Turn. 

Amongft  the  Springs  which  flow  from  Idas 
Head, 
His  lowing  Herds  the  young  Anchifes  fed : 
Whofe  godlike  Form  and  Face  the  fmiling  Queen 
Beheld,  and  lov'd  to  Madnefs  foon  as  feen. 


To 
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To  Cyprus  ftraight  the  wounded  Goddefs  flies, 
Where  Paphian  Temples  in  her  Honor  rife, 
And  Altars  fmoke  with  daily  Sacrifice. 
Soon  as  arriv'd,  (he  to  her  Shrine  repair'd, 
Where  entring  quick,  the  fhining  Gates  (he  barr'd. 
The  ready  Graces  wait,  her  Baths  prepare. 
And  oint  with  fragrant  Oils  her  flowing  Hair; 
Her  flowing  Hair  around  her  Shoulders  fpreads. 
And  all  adown  Ambrofial  Odor  flieds. 
Laft,  in  tranfparent  Robes  her  Limbs  they  fold, 
Enrich'd  with  Ornaments  of  pureft  Gold. 
And  thus  attir'd,  her  Chariot  fhe  afcends, 
And  Cyprus  left,  her  Flight  to  Troy  flie  bends, 

On  Ida  fhe  alights,  then  feeks  the  Seat 
Which  lov'd  Anchijes  chofe  for  his  Retreat : 
And  ever  as  fhe  walk'd  thro'  Lawn  or  Wood, 
Promifcuous  Herds  of  Beafls  admiring  flood. 
Some  humbly  follow,  while  fome  fawning  meet, 
And  lick  the  Ground,  and  crouch  beneath  her 

Feet. 
Dogs,  Lions,  Wolves  and  Bears  their  Eyes  unite, 
And  the  fwift  Panther  flops  to  gaze  with  fix'd 

Delight. 


For, 
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For,  ev'ry  Glance  fhe  gives  foft  Fire  imparts, 
Enkindling  fweet  Defire  in  Savage  Hearts. 
Inflam'd  with  Love,  all  fingle  out  their  Mates, 
And  to  their  fhady  Dens  each  Pair  retreats. 

Mean  time  the  Tent  fhe  fpies  fo  much  defir'd. 
Where  her  Anchifes  was  alone  retir'd; 
Withdrawn  from  all  his  Friends,  and  Fellow- 

Swains, 
Who  fed  their  Flocks-  beneath,  and  fought  the 

Plains : 
In  pleafmg  Solitude  the  Youth  fhe  found. 
Intent  upon  his  Lyre's  harmonious  Sound. 
Before  his  Eyes  Jove^  beauteous  Daughter  flood. 
In  Form  and  Drefs  a  Huntrefs  of  the  Wood ; 
For  had  he  feen  the  Goddefs  undifguis'd. 
The  Youth  with  Awe  and  Fear  had  been  fur- 

pris'd., 
Fix'd  he  beheld  her,  and  with  Joy  admir'd 
To  fee  a  Nymph  fo  bright,  and  fo  attir'd. 
For  from  her  flowing  Robe  a  Luftre  fpread, 
As  if  with  radiant  Flame  fhe  were  array'd ; 
Her  Hair  in  Part  difclos'd,  in  Part  conceal'd, 
In  Ringlets  fell,  or  was  with  Jewels  held; 

With 
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With  various  Gold  and  Gems  her  Neck  was 

grac'd, 
And  orient  Pearls  heav'd  on  her  panting  Breafl : 
Bright  as  the  Moon  fhe  fhone,  with  filent  Light, 
And  charm'd  his  Senfe  with  Wonder  and  De- 

Hght. 
Thus  while  ^ncAz/^j  gaz'd,  thro'  ev'ry  Vein 
A  thrilling  Joy  he  felt,  and  pleafmg  Pain. 
At  length  he  fpake — All  hail,  Celeilial  Fair! 
Who  humbly  dofl  to  vifit  Earth  repair. 
Whoe'er  thou  art,  defcended  from  above, 
Latona,  Cynthia,  or  the  Queen  of  Love, 
All  hail!    all  Honor  fhall  to  thee  be  paid; 
Or  art  thou  ^  Themis'!  or  the  t  blue-ey'd  Maid? 
Or,  art  thou  faireft  of  the  Graces  three, 
Who  with  the  Gods  fliare  Immortality  ? 
Or  elfe,    fome  Nymph,    the  Guardian  of  thefe 

Woods, 
Thefe  Caves,    thefe  fruitful  Hills,    or  Cryftal 

Floods  ? 
Whoe'er  thou  art,  in  fome  confpicuous  Field, 
I,  to  thy  Honor,  will  an  Altar  build, 

Where 


*  Themis,  the  Goddejs  of  Equity  and  Right 
t  Blue-eyd  Maid,  Pallas. 
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Where  holy  OfF'rings  I'll  each  Hour  prepare; 
O  prove  but  thou  propitious  to  my  Pray'r* 
Grant  me,  among  the  Trojan  Race,  to  prove 
A  Patriot  worthy  of  my  Country's  Love  ; 
Blefs'd  in  myfelf,  I  beg,  I  next  may  be 
Blefs'd  in  my  Children  and  Pofterity  : 
Happy  in  Health,  long  let  me  fee  the  Sun, 
And,  lov'd  by  all,  late  may  my  Days  be  done. 
He  faid. — Joves  beauteous  Daughter  thus  re- 
ply'd. 
Delight  of  Human-kind,  thy  Sex's  Pride! 
Honor'd  Anchijes,  you  behold  in  me 
No  Goddefs  blefs'd  with  Immortality; 
But  Mortal  I,  of  mortal  Mother  came, 
Otreus  my  Father,  (you  have  heard  the  Name) 
Who  rules  the  fair  Extent  ofPhrygias  Lands, 
And  all  her  Towns  and  Fortreffes  commands. 
When  yet  an  Infant^  I  to  Troy  was  brought, 
There  was  I  nurs'd,    and  there  your  Language 

taught; 
Then  wonder  not,  if,  thus  inftruc^ed  young, 
I,  like  my  own,  can  fpeak  the  Trojan  Tongue. 
In  me,  one  of  Diana  s  Nymphs  behold ; 
Why  thus  arriv'd,  I  fhall  the  Caufe  unfold. 

As 
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As  late  our  Sports  we  pra^is'd  on  the  Plain, 
I,  and  my  Fellow  Nymphs  of  Cynthia  s  Train, 
Dancing  in  Chorus,  and  with  Garlands  crown'd. 
And  by  admiring  Crowds  encompafs'd  round, 
Lo !    hov'ring  o'er  my  Head  I  faw  the  God 
Who  Argus  flew,  and  bears  the  golden  Rod : 
Sudden  he  feiz'd,  then,  bore  me  from  their  Sight, 
Cutting  thro'  liquid  Air  his  rapid  Flight. 
O'er  many  States  and  peopled  Towns  we  pafs'd, 
O'er  Hills  and  Vallies,  and  o'er  Deferts  wafte; 
O'er  barren  Moors,  and  o'er  unwholefome  Fens, 
And  Woods  where  Beafts  inhabit  dreadful  Dens. 
Thro'  allwhichpathlefsWay  our  Speed  was  fuch 
We  flopt  not  once  the  Face  of  Earth  to  touch. 
Mean  time  he  told  me,  while  thro'  Air  we  fled, 
That  Jove  ordain'd  I  fhould  Anchifes  wed, 
And  with  illuftrious  Offspring  blefs  his  Bed. 
This  faid,  and  pointing  to  me  your  Abode, 
To  Heav'n  again  up-foar'd  the  fwift-wing'd  God. 
Thus,  of  Neceffity,  to  you  I  come, 
Unknown,  and  lofl,  far  from  my  native  Home, 
But  I  conjure  you,  by  the  Throne  of  Jove, 
By  all  that's  dear  to  you,  by  all  you  love, 


By 
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By  your  good  Parents,    (for  no  bad,  could  e'er 
Produce  a  Son  fo  graceful,  good,  and  fair:) 
That  you  no  Wiles  employ  to  win  my  Heart, 
But  let  me  hence  an  untouch'd  Maid  depart ; 
Inviolate  and  guiltlefs  of  your  Bed, 
Let  me  be  to  your  Houfe  and  Mother  led. 
Me  to  your  Father  and  your  Brothers  fhow. 
And  our  Alliance  firft  let  them  allow : 
Let  me  be  known,  and  my  Condition  own'd, 
And  no  unequal  Match  1  may  be  found. 
Equality  to  them  my  Birth  may  claim. 
Worthy  a  Daughter's  or  a  Sifter's  Name, 
Tho'  for  your  Wife  of  too  inferior  Fame. 
Next,  let  Ambalfadors  to  Phrygia  hafte 
To  tell  my  Father  of  my  Fortunes  paft, 
And  eafe  my  Mother  in  that  anxious  State, 
Of  Doubts  and  Fears,  which  Cares  for  me  create. 
They  in  return  (hall  Prefents  bring  from  thence 
Of  rich  Attire,  and  Sums  of  Gold  immenfe: 
You  in  peculiar  fliall  with  Gifts  be  grac'd. 
In  Price  and  Beauty  far  above  the  Reft. 
This  done,  perform  the  Rites  of  Nuptial  Love, 
Grateful  to  Men  below,  and  Gods  above. 

V  o  L.  III.  H  h  She 
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She  faid,  and  from  her  Eyes  (hot  fubtle  Fires, 
Which  to  his  Heart  infmuate  Defires. 
Refiftlefs  Love  invading  thus  his  Breaft, 
The  panting  Youth  the  fmiling  Queen  addrefs'd. 

Since  Mortal  you,  of  mortal  Mother  came. 
And  Otreus  you  report  your  Father's  Name, 
And  fmce  th'  Immortal  Hermes,  from  above, 
To  execute  the  dread  Commands  o^  Jove, 
Your  wondrous  Beauties  hither  has  convey'd, 
A  Nuptial  Life  with  me  henceforth  to  lead : 
Know, now,  thatneitherGods  nor  Men  have  Pow'r 
One  Minute  to  defer  the  happy  Hour, 
This  Inftant  will  I  feize  upon  thy  Charms, 
Mix  with  thy  Soul,  and  melt  within  thy  Arms  : 
Tho'  Phoebus,  arm'd  with  his  unerring  Dart, 
Stood  ready  to  transfix  my  panting  Heart; 
Tho'  Death,  tho'  Hell,  in  Confequence  attend, 
Thou  fhalt  with  me  the  genial  Bed  afcend. 
He  faid,  and  fudden  fnatch'd  her  beauteous 
Hand ; 
The  Goddefs  fmil'd,   nor  did  th'  Attempt  with- 

ftand: 
But  fix'd  her  Eyes  upon  the  Hero's  Bed, 
Where  foft  and  fdken  Coverlets  were  fpread, 

And 


POEMS  upon  fever al  Occafwns,     483 

And  overall,  a  Counterpane  was  plac'd. 
Thick  fown  with  Furs  of  many  a  Savage  Beaft, 
Of  Bears  and  Lions,  heretofore  his  Spoil; 
And  flill  remain'd  the  Trophies  of  his  Toil. 
Now  to  afcend  the  Bed  they  both  prepare, 
And  he  with  eager  Hafte  difrobes  the  Fair. 

Her  fparkling  Necklace,  firfl:,  he  laid  afide; 
Her  Bracelets  next,  and  braided  Hair  unty'd: 
And  now,  his  bufy  Hand  her  Zone  unbrac'd, 
Which  girt  her  radiant  Robe  around  her  Wade; 
Her  radiant  Robe  at  laft  afide  was  thrown, 
Whofe  rofy  Hue  with  dazzling  Luftre  ftione. 

The  Queen  of  Love,  the  Youth  thus  difarray'd, 
And  on  a  Chair  of  Gold  her  Veftments  laid. 
Anchifes  now,  (fo  Jove  and  Fate  ordain'd) 
The  fweet  Extreme  of  Ecftafy  attain'd; 
And  Mortal  he,  was  like  th'  Immortals  blefs'd, 
Not  confcious  of  the  Goddefs  he  poflefs'd. 

But,  when  the  Swains  their  Flocks  and  Herdsl 
had  fed,  | 

And  from  the  flow'ry  Field  returning,  led 
Their  Sheep  to  fold,  and  Oxen  to  the  Shed; 
In  foft  and  pleafmg  Chains  of  Sleep  profound, 
The  wary  Goddefs  her  Anchifes  bound: 

H  h  2  Then 
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Then  gently  riling  from  his  Side  and  Bed, 
In  all  her  bright  Attire  her  Limbs  array'd. 

And  now  her  fair-crown'dHead  aloft  fhe  rears. 
Nor  more  a  Mortal,  but  herfelf  appears : 
Her  Face  refulgent,  and  majeftic  Mien, 
Confefs'd    the   Goddefs,    Love's   and   Beauty's 
Queen. 

Then,  thus,  aloud  flie  calls.     Anchifes,  wake; 
Thy  fond  Repofe  and  Lethargy  forfake : 
Look  on  the  Nymph  who  late  from  Phrygia  came, 
Behold  me  well fay,  if  I  feem  the  fame. 

At  her  iirft  Call  the  Chains  of  Sleep  were  broke, 
And  ftarting  from  his  Bed,  Anchifes  woke: 
But  when  he  Venus  view'd  without  Difguife, 
Her  fhining  Neck  beheld,  and  radiant  Eyes ; 
Aw'd,  and  abafli'd,  he  turn'd  his  Head  afide, 
Attempting  with  his  Robe  his  Face  to  hide. 
Confus'd  with  Wonder,  and  with  Fear  opprefs'd, 
In  winged  Words,  he  thus  the  Queen  addrefs'd. 

When  firft,  O  Goddefs,  I  thy  Form  beheld, 
Whofe  Charms  fo  faf  Humanity  excell'd; 
To  thy  Celeftial  Pow'r  my  Vows  I  paid, 
And  with  Humility  implor'd  thy  Aid : 

But 
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But  thou,  for  fecret  Caufe  to  me  unknown, 
Didfl  thy  Divine  Immortal  State  difown. 
But  now,  I  beg  thee,  by  the  Fihal  Love 
Due  to  thy  Father,  ^^g-w-bearing  Jove, 
Compaffion  on  my  human  State  to  {how; 
Nor  let  me  lead  a  Life  infirm  below : 
Defend  me  from  the  Woes  which  Mortals  wait, 
Nor  let  me  ftiare  of  Men  the  common  Fate: 
Since  neverMan  with  Length  of  Days  wasbleft, 
Who  in  Delights  of  Love  a  Deity  poffefs'd. 
To  him,  Joves  beauteous  Daughter  thus  re- 
ply'd: 
Be  bold,  Anchifes;   in  my  Love  confide; 
Nor  me,  nor  other  God,  thou  needft  to  fear. 
For  thou  to  all  the  heav'nly  Race  art  dear. 
Know,  from  our  Loves  thou  fhalt  a  Son  obtain, 
Who  over  all  the  Realm  of  'Troy  fhall  reign ; 
From  whom  a  Race  of  Monarchs  fhall  defcend, 
And  whofe  Pofterity  fhall  know  no  End. 
To  him  thou  fhalt  the  Name  *  AEneas  give. 
As  one  for  whofe  Conception  I  muft  grieve^ 

Hh  3  Oft 

*  AEneas,  Signifying  one  who  caufeth  Grief. 
By  this  Pajfage,  it  Jfiould  feem  as  if  the  Etymologifts 

had 
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Oft  as  I  think  he  to  exift  began 

From  my  Gonjun61ion  with  a  mortal  Man. 

But  Troy,  of  all  the  habitable  Earth, 
To  a  fuperior  Race  of  Men  gives  Birth; 
Producing  Heroes  of  th' Ethereal  Kind, 
And  next  refembling  Gods  in  Form  and  Mind. 

From  thence, greatyot/^  to  azure  Skies  convey'd, 
To  live  with  Gods,  the  lovely  Ganymede. 
Where,  by   th'  Immortals   honor'd,   (ftrange  to 

fee!) 
The  Youth  enjoys  a  blefs'd  Eternity. 
In  Bowls  of  Gold,  he  ruddy  Nedar  pours, 
And  Jove  regales  in  his  unbended  Hours. 
Long  did  the  King,  his  Sire,  his  Abfence  mourn, 
Doubtful,  by  whom,  or  where,  the  Boy  was  born: 
"Till  Jove  at  length,  in  Pity  of  his  Grief, 
Difpatch'd  *  Argicides  to  his  Relief; 

And 


Jiad  erred,  who,  as  he  was  the  Hero  ^  Virgil'j  Epic 
Poem,  have  derived  his  ^ame  from  aivsco,  to  extol,  or 
praife;  it  appearing  exprejly  here  to  be  derived  from 
dvia,   Grief,  or  divdco,  to  affe^l  with  Grief. 

"^The  Slayer  o[  Argus.  Mercury  fo  called  froni 
having  ilain  Argus. 
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And  more  with  Gifts  to  pacify  his  Mind, 
He  fent  him  Horfes  of  a  deathlefs  Kind, 
Whofe  Feetoutflript  in  Speed  the  rapid  Wind, 
Charging  withal  fwift  Hermes  to  relate 
The  Youth's  Advancement  to  a  heav'nly  State; 
Where  all  his  Hours  are  pad  in  circling  Joy, 
Which  Age  can  ne'er  decay,  nor  Death  dellroy. 
Now,  when  this  Embaffy  the  King  receives, 
No  more  for  abfent  Ganymede  he  grieves; 
The  pleafingNews  his  aged  Heart  revives. 
And  with   Delight  his   Swift-heel'd  Steeds  he 
drives. 
But  when  the  Golden-thron'd  Aurora  made 
Tithonus  Partner  of  her  rofy  Bed, 
(Tiihonus  too  was  of  the  Trojan  Line, 
Refembling  Gods  in  Face  and  Form  Divine) 
For  him  ftie  flraight  the  Thunderer  addrefs'd, 
That  with  perpetual  Life  he  might  be  blefs'd; 
^ot^^  heard  her  Pray 'r,  and  granted  herRequeft: 
But  ah!  how  rafh  was  fhe,  how  indifcreet! 
The  mod  material  Bleffing  to  omit; 
Negleding,  or  not  thinking,  to  provide, 
That  Length  of  Days  might  be  with  Strength 
fupply'd ; 

Hh  4  And 
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And  to  her  Lover's  endlefs  Life,  engage 

An  endlefs  Youth,  incapable  of  Age. 

But  hear  what  Fate  befel  this  heav'nly  Fair, 

In  Gold  enthron'd,   the  brighteft  Child  of  Air. 

Tithonus,  while  of  pleafing  Youth  pofTefs'd, 

Is  by  Aurora  with  Delight  carefs'd  ; 

Dear  to  her  Arms,  he  in  her  Court  refides. 

Beyond  the  Verge  of  Earth,  and  Ocean's  utmoll 

Tides. 
But  when  (he  faw  gray  Hairs  begin  to  fpread, 
Deform  his  Beard,  and  difadorn  his  Head, 
The  Goddefs  cold  in  her  Embraces  grew. 
His  Arms  decHn'd,  and  from  his  Bed  withdrew ; 
Yet  ftill  a  Kind  of  nurfnig  Care  fhe  fhow'd. 
And  Food  ambrofial,  and  rich  Clothes  beftow'd  : 
But  when  of  Age  he  felt  the  fad  Extreme, 
And  ev'ry  Nerve  was  fhrunk,   and  Limb  was 

lame, 
Lock'd  in  a  Room  her  ufelefs  Spoufe  ftie  left. 
Of  Youth,  of  Vigor,  and  of  Voice  bereft.* 
On  Terms  like  thefe,  I  never  can  defire 
Thou  fhouldft  to  Immortality  afpire. 

Couldft 


*  tithonus  was  feigned,    at  length,  to  have  been  turned  into  a 
Graihopper. 
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Couldft  thou  indeed,  as  now  thou  art,  remain. 
Thy  Strength,  thy  Beauty,  and  thy  Youth  retain, 
Couldft  thou  forever  thus  my  Hufband  prove, 
I  might  hve  happy  in  thy  endlefs  Love ; 
Nor  fliou'd  I  e'er  have  Caufe  to  dread  the  Day, 
When  I  muft  mourn  thy  Lofs  and  Life's  Decay. 
But  thou,  alas!  too  foon  and  fure  muft  bend 
Beneath  the  Woes  which  painful  Age  attend ; 
Inexorable  Age!  whofe  wretched  State 
All  Mortals  dread,   and  all  Immortals  hate. 

Now,  know,  I  alfo  muft  my  Portion  fhare. 
And  for  thy  SakeReproach  and  Shame  muft  bear. 
For  I,  who  heretofore  in  Chains  of  Love, 
Could  captivate  the  Minds  of  Gods  above. 
And  force  'em,  by  my  all-fubduing  Charms, 
To  figh  and  languifh  in  a  Woman's  Arms : 
Muft  now  no  more  that  Pow'r  fuperior  boaft, 
Nor  tax  with  Weaknefs  the  Celeftial  Hoft; 
Since  I  myfelf,    this  dear  Amends  have  made, 
And  am  at  laft  by  my  own  Arts  betray'd. 

Erring  like  them,  with  Appetite  deprav'd. 
This  Hour,  by  thee,  I  have  a  Son  conceived; 
Whom  hid  beneath  my  Zone,   I  muft  conceal, 
'Till  Time  his  Being  and  my  Shame  reveal. 

Him 
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Him  fhall  the  Nymphs  who  thefefair  Woods 
adorn 
In  their  deep  Bofoms  nurfe,  as  foon  as  born: 
They  nor  of  Mortal  nor  Immortal  Seed 
Are  faid  to  fpring,    yet  on  Ambrofia  feed, 
And  *long  they  live;   and  oft  in  Chorus  join 
With  Gods  and  GoddelTes  in  Dance  divine. 

Thefe 


*  Of  Wood-Nymphs  there  were  the  Dryades  and  the  Hamadry- 
ades;  the  Bryades  prefided  over  Woods  and  Groves ;  the  Hamadryades 
each  over  her  particular  Tree.    None  of  them  were  accounted  Im- 
mortal, but  extremely  long  lived.    Aujonius,  from  Hefiod,  computes 
the  complete  Life  of  a  Man  at  96  Years  ;  a  Crow,  he  fays,  lives  nine 
Times  as  lone:  a  Deer  four  Times  as  Ions  as  a  Crow:  a  Raven 
three  Times  as  long  as  a  Deer;  the  Phenix  ten  Times  as  long  as  a 
Raven ;  and  thefe  Hamadryades  live  ten  times  as  long  as  the  Phe- 
nix.    But  the  moft  received  Opinion  was,  that  they  lived  juft  as 
long  as  their  Trees.      Therefore  this  from  Aujonius  feems  rather  to 
relate  to  the  Dryades,  and  the  Duration  of  a  whole  Wood ;  for 
there  are  frequent  Inftances  where  they  were  indifferently  called 
Dryades  and  Hamadryades,  by  the  ancient  Poets.     They  were  very 
fenfible  of  good  OfRces,   and  grateful  to  them  who  at  any  Time 
preferved  their  Trees,     The  Scholiaft,  upon  a  Paffage  mentioning 
thefe  Nymphs  in  Apollon.  Argonaut,  l.  2.  relates  the  following  Story  , 
cited  from  Charon  Lampfacenus.     A  young  Man  called  Racus,  ob- 
ferving  a  fair  Oak  almoft  fallen  to  the  Earth,  ordered  it  to  be  fup- 
ported,  and  took  fuch  effectual  Care  that  he  re-eftablithed  it  again 
to  florifh  in  its  Place.     The  Nymph  of  the  Tree  appeared  to  him, 
and  in  Return  bid  him  afk  what  he  pleafed.     The  Youth  readily 
demanded  of  her  the  laft  Favor,  which  Ihe  as  readily  promifed  ;  and 
according  to  Agreement,  fent  a  Bee  to  fummon  him  at  the  Time 
when  he  niight  be  happy:  But  the  young  Man  happening  to  be 
gaming  at  Dice  when  the  Bee  came,  was  fo  offended  with  its  buz- 
zing, that  he  gave  it  ill  Words,  and  chid  it  from  him;  this  Recep- 
tion of  her  Ambaffador  fo  enraged  the  Nymph,  that  in  Revenge 

fhe 
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Thefe  the  f  Sileni  court ;  thefe  Hermes  loves. 
And  their  Embraces  feeks  in  ftiady  Groves. 
Their  Origin  and  Birth  thefe  Nymphs  deduce 
From  common  Parent  Earth's  prolific  Juice : 
With  lofty  Firs  which  grace  the  Mountain's  Brow, 
Or  ample-fpreading  Oaks,  at  once  they  grow; 
All  have  their  Trees  allotted  to  their  Care, 
Whofe    Growth,    Duration  and  Decreafe  they 

fliare. 
But  holy  are  thefe  Groves  by  Mortals  held, 
And  therefore,  by  the  Axe  are  never  fell'd. 
But  when  the  Fateof  fome  fair  Tree  draws  nigh, 
It  firfl  appears  to  droop,  and  then  grows  dry ; 
The  Bark  to  crack  and  perifti  next  is  feen, 
And  laft  the  Boughs  it  fheds,  no  longer  green : 
And  thus  the  Nymphs  expire  by  like  Degrees, 
And  live  and  die  coeval  with  their  Trees. 

Thefe  gentle  Nymphs,  by  my  Perfualion  won. 
Shall  in  their  fweet  Receffes  nurfe  my  Son ; 

And 


fhe  rendered  him  impotent.  This  Story  is  alfo  cited  in  Part  by 
Nat.  Com.  See  Ovid  Metam.  I.  8.  of  the  Fate  of  Erijichthon,  for 
cutting  down  one  of  thefe  animated  Trees. 

f  The  Satyrs,  when  they  were  in  Years,  were  called  Sileni,  as  Fau- 
Janias  reports  in  Attic,  p.  41. 
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And  when  his  Cheeks  with  Youth's  firft  Blufhes 

glow, 
To  thee  the  Sacred  Maids  the  Boy  fhall  fhow. 

More  to  inftru61  thee,  when  five  Years  fhallend, 
I  will  again  to  vifit  thee  defcend. 
Bringing  thy  beauteous  Son  to  charm  thy  Sight, 
Whofe  Godlike  Form  fhall  fill  thee  with  Dehght ; 
Him  will  I  leave  thenceforward  to  thy  Care, 
And  will  that  with  him  thou  to  Troy  repair : 
There,  if  Enquiry  fhall  be  made,   to  know 
To  whom  thou  doft  fo  bright  an  Offspring  owe  ; 
Be  fure  thou  Nothing  of  the  Truth  dete^l. 
But  ready  Anfwer  make  as  I  dired. 
Say  of  a  Sylvan  Nymph  the  fair  Youth  came^ 
And  Calycopis  call  his  Mother's  Name. 
For  fhouldft  thou  boafl  the  Truth,  and  madly  own 
That  thou  in  Blifs  hadft  Cytherea  known, 
Jove  would  his  Anger  pour  upon  thy  Head, 
And  with  avenging  Thunder  ftrike  thee  dead. 
Now  all  is  told  thee,  and  jufl;  Caution  giv'n, 
Be  fecret  thou,  and  dread  the  Wrath  of  Heav'n. 

She  faid,  and  fudden  foar'd  above  his  Sight, 
Cutting  thro'liquid  Air  herHeav'nward  Flight. 

All  hail,  bright  C);j&n(3n Queen!  thee  firfl  I  praife; 
Then,  to  fome  other  Pow'r  transfer  my  Lays. 

A 


LETTER 
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A  ■  . 

LETTER  to  Mr.  DEMMIS, 

CONCERNING 

HUMOR    in    COMEDY. 

Dear  Sir, 

YOU  write  to  me,  that  you  have  enter- 
tained yourfelf  two  or  three  Days,  with 
reading  feveral  Comedies,  of  feveral  Authors; 
and  your  Obfervation  is,  that  there  is  more 
oi  Humor  in  our  Englijh  Writers,  than  in  any 
of  the  other  Comic  Poets,  ancient  or  modern. 
You  defire  to  know  my  Opinion,  and  at  the 
fame  Time  my  Thoughts,  of  that  which  is  ge- 
nerally called  Humor  in  Comedy. 

I  agree  with  you,  in  an  Impartial  Preference 
of  our  Englijh  Writers,  in  that  Particular.  But 
if  I  tell  you  my  Thoughts  of  Humor,  I  mull  at 
the  fame  Time  confefs,  that  what  I  take  for 
true  Humor,  has  not  been  fo  often  written,  even 

by 
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by  them,  as  is  generally  believed  :  And  fome 
who  have  valued  themfelves,  and  have  been 
efteemed  by  others,  for  that  Kind  of  Writing, 
have  feldom  touched  upon  it.  To  make  this 
appear  to  the  World,  would  require  a  long  and 
labored  Difcourfe,  and  fuch  as  I  neither  am 
able  nor  willing  to  undertake.  But  fuch  lit- 
tle Remarks,  as  may  be  contained  within  the 
Compafs  of  a  Letter,  and  fuch  unpremeditated 
Thoughts,  as  may  be  communicated  between 
Friend  and  Friend,  without  incurring  the  Cen- 
fure  of  the  World,  or  fetting  up  for  a  Dilator, 
you  fhall  have  from  me,  hnce  you  have  enjoin- 
ed it. 

To  define  Humor,  perhaps,  were  as  difficult, 
as  to  define  Wit;  for  like  that,  it  is  of  infinite 
Variety.  To  enumerate  the  feveral  Humors  of 
Men,  were  a  Work  as  endlefs,  as  to  fum  up 
their  feveral  Opinions.  And  in  my  Mind,  the 
Quot  Homines  tot  Sententia,  might  have  been  more 
properly  interpreted  of  Humor ;  fince  there  are 
many  Men,  of  the  fame  Opinion  in  many 
Things,  who  are  yet  quite  different  in  Humors. 
But  though  we  cannot  certainly  tell  what   Wit 

is. 
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is,  or  what  Humor  is,  yet  we  may  go  near  to 
(how  Something,  which  is  not  Wit  or  not  Hu- 
mor, and  yet  often  m i flake n  •  for  both.  And 
fmce  I  have  mentioned  Wit  and  Humor  together, 
let  me  make  the  firft  Diilindion  between  them, 
and  obferve  to  you,  that  Wit  is  often  miftakenfor 
Humor, 

I  have  obferved,  that  when  a  few  Things 
have  been  wittily  and  pleafantly  fpoken  by 
any  Chara6ler  in  a  Comedy  ;  it  has  been  ve- 
ry ufual  for  thofe,  who  make  their  Remarks 
on  a  Play  while  it  is  ailing,  to  fay.  Such  a 
Thing  is  very  Humor oujly  Jpoken:  There  is  a  great 
Deal  of  Humor  in  that  Part.  Thus  the  Charader 
of  the  Perfon  fpeaking,  may  be  furprifingly 
and  pleafantly,  is  miftaken  for  a  Ghara6ler  of 
Humor;  which  indeed  is  a  Chara&r  of  Wit: 
But  there  is  a  great  Difference  between  a  Co- 
medy, v/herein  there  are  many  Things  humor- 
oufy,  as  they  call  it,  which  is  pleafantly  fpoken; 
and  one,  where  there  are  feveral  Chara61ersof 
Humor,  diftinguifhed  by  the  particular  and  diffe- 
rent Humors,  appropriated  to  the  feveral  Perfons 
reprefented,  and  which  naturally  arife  from  the 
.     Vol.  III.  I  i  dif- 
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different  Conftitutions,  Complexions,  and  Dif-^ 
pofitions  of  Men.  The  faying  of  Humorous 
Things^  does  not  diflinguifh  Characters;  for 
every  Perfon  in  a  Comedy  may  be  allowed  to 
fpeakthem.  From  a  witty  Man  they  are  expec^^ 
ed;  and  even  a  /bo/ may  be  permitted  to  flumble 
on  them  by  Chance.  Though  I  make  a  Diffe- 
rence betwixt  Wit  and  Humor;  yet  I  do  not  think 
that  Humorous  Chara61ers  exclude  Wit :  No, 
but  the  Manner  of  Wit  fhould  be  adapted  to 
the  Humor.  As  for  Inftance;  a  Character  of  a 
Splenetic  and  Peevifh  Humor,  fhould  have  a 
Satirical  Wit :  A  Jolly  and  Sanguine  Humor^ 
fhould  have  a  Facetious  Wit.  The  former  fhould 
fpeak  pofitively  ;  the  latter  carelefly  :  For  the 
former  obferves,  and  fhows  Things  as  they  are; 
the  latter  rather  overlooks  Nature,  and  fpeaks 
Things  as  he  would  have  them;  and  his  Wit 
and  Humor  have  both  of  them  a  lefs  Alloy  of 
Judgment  than  the  other's. 

As  Wit,  fo  its  oppofite,  Folly,  is  fometimes  mif-^ 
taken  for  Humor, 

When  a  Poet  brings  a  CharaBer  on  the  Stage, 
committing  a  thoufand  Abfurdities,  and  talk- 
ing 
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ing  Impertinencies,  roaring  aloud,  and  laugh- 
ing immoderately,  on  every,  or  rather  upon 
no  Occafion;  this  is  a  Charader  of  Humor. 

Is  any  Thing  more  common,  than  to  have  a 
pretended  Comedy,  Huffed  with  fuch  Gro- 
tefque  Figures,  and  Farce  Fools?  Things, 
that  either  are  not  in  Nature,  or  if  they  are, 
are  Monfters,  and  Births  of  Mifchance  ;  and 
confequently,  as  fuch,  fhould  be  llifled,  and 
huddled  out  of  the  Way,  like  Sooterkins;  that 
Mankind  may  not  be  (hocked  with  an  appear- 
ing Poffibility  of  the  Degeneration  of  a  God- 
like Species.  For  my  Part,  I  am  as  willing  to 
laugh  as  any  Body,  and  as  eafily  diverted  with 
an  Object  truly  ridiculous:  But  at  the  fame 
Time,  I  can  never  care  for  feeing  Things  that 
force  me  to  entertain  low  Thoughts  of  my  Na- 
ture. I  do  not  know  how  it  is  with  others, 
but  I  confefs  freely  to  you,  I  could  never  look 
long  upon  a  Monkey,  without  very  mortifying 
Rehe^lions ;  though  I  never  heard  any  Thing 
to  the  contrary,  why  that  Creature  is  not  ori- 
ginally of  a  diftin6l  Species.  As  I  do  not  think 
Humor  exclufive  of  Wit,  neither  do  I  think  it  in- 

I  i  2  confident 
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confiflent  with  Folly;  but  I  think  the  Follies 
jfhould  be  only  fuch  as  Men's  Humors  may  in- 
cline them  to  ;  and  not  Follies  entirely  abflra^l:- 
ed  from  both  Humor  and  Nature. 

Sometimes,  Perjonal  Defers  are  mijreprejented 
for  Humors. 

■  I  mean,  fometimes  Characters  are  barbaroufly 
expofed  on  the  Stage,  ridiculing  natural  De- 
formities, cafual  DefeCIs  in  the  Senfes,  and 'In- 
firmities of  Age.  Sure  the  Poet  mull  both  be 
very  ill-natured  himfelf,  and  think  his  Audience 
fo,  when  he  propofes,  by  fhowing  a  Man  de- 
formed, or  deaf,  or  blind,  to  give  them  an 
agreeable  Entertainment ;  and  hopes  to  raife 
their  Mirth,  by  what  is  truly  an  Object  of 
Companion.  But  much  need  not  be  faid  upon 
this  Head  to  any  Body,  efpecially  to  you,  who,  in 
one  of  your  Letters  to  me  concerning  John- 
Jons  Fox,  have  juftly  excepted  againft  this  im- 
moral Part  oi  Ridicule  in  Corbaccio's  Character; 
and  there  I  muft  agree  with  you  to  blame  him, 
whom  otherwife  I  cannot  enough  admire,  for 
his  great  Maftery  of  true  Humor  in  Comedy. 

External  Habit   of  Body    is   often  miflaken  for 
Humor,  By 
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^Y  External -Habit,  I  do  not  mean  the  ridicu- 
lous Drefs  or  Clothing  of  a  Charader,  though 
that  goes  a  good  Way  in  fome  received  Cha- 
raders.  (But  undoubtedly  a  Man's  Humor 
may  incline  him  to  drefs  differently  from  other 
People.)  But  I  mean  a  Singularity  of  Manners, 
Speech,  and  Behaviour,  peculiar  to  all  or  mofi: 
of  the  fame  Country,  Trade,  Profeffion,  or 
Education.  I  cannot  think  that  a  Humor,  which 
is  only  a  Habit,  or  Difpofition  contracted  by 
Ufe  or  Cuftom  ;  for  by  a  Difufe,  or  Compliance 
with  other  Cufloms,  it  may  be  w^orn  off,  or 
dive  rfi  lied. 

Affectation  is  generally  mijlakenfor  Humor, 
Thefe  are  indeed  fo  much  alike,  that  at  a  Dif- 
tance  they  may  be  miftaken  one  for  the  other. 
For  what  is  Humor  in  one,  may  be  Affediation  in 
another ;  and  Nothing  is  more  common,  than  for 
,  fome  to  affe6l  particular  Ways  of  faying  and  do- 
ingThings,  peculiar  toothers,  whom  they  admire 
and  would  imitate.  Humor  is  the  Life,  Affecta- 
tion the  Picture.  Pie  that  draws  a  Character  of 
Affectation,  fliows  Humor  at   the  Second   Hand  ; 

113  hq 
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he  at  befl  but  publifhes  a  Tranflation,  and  his 
Pictures  are  but  Copies. 

But  as  thefe  two  lafl  Diftindions  are  the 
nicefl:,  fb  it  may  be  moft  proper  to  explain 
them,  by  particular  Inftances  from  fome  Au- 
thor of  Reputation,  Humor,  I  take,  either  to 
be  born  with  us,  and  fo  of  a  natural  Growth; 
or  elfe  to  be  grafted  into  us,  by  fome  accidental 
Change  in  the  Conflitution,  or  Revolution  of 
the  internal  Habit  of  Body ;  by  which  it  be- 
comes, if  I  may  fo  call  it,  Naturalifed. 

Humor  is  from  Nature,  Habit  from  Cuflom, 
and  Affedation  from  Induftry. 

Humor  fliows  us  as  we  are. 

Habit  fhows  us  as  we  appear  under  a  forci- 
ble Impreffion. 

AffeBation  fhows  what  we  would  be,  under 
a  voluntary  Difguife. 

Though  here  I  would  obferve  by  the  Way, 
that  a  continued  Affedation  may  in  Time  be- 
come a  Habit. 

The  Character  of  Moroje  in  the  Silent  Woman, 
I  take  to  be  a  Character  of  Humor.  And  I 
choofe  to  inflance  this  Charader  to  you,  from 

many 
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many  others  of  the  fame  Author,  becaufe  I 
know  it  has  been  condemned  by  many  as  unna^ 
tural  and  Farce :  And  you  have  yourfelf  hint^ 
ed  fome  Diflike  of  it,  for  the  fame  Reafon,  in  a 
Letter  to  me,  concerning  fome  of  John/on  s 
Plays. 

Let  us  fuppofe  Morofe  to  be  a  Man  natu- 
rally fplenetic  and  melancholy ;  is  there  any 
Thing  more  offenfive  to  one  of  fuch  a  Difpo- 
fition,  than  Noife  and  Clamor?  Let  any  Man 
that  has  the  Spleen  (and  there  are  enough  in 
England)  be  Judge.  We  fee  common  Examples 
of  this  Humor  in  little  every  Day.  It  is  ten  to 
one,  but  three  Parts  in  four  of  the  Company 
that  you  dine  with,  are  difcompofed  and  ftar-, 
tied  at  the  cutting  of  a  Cork,  or  fcratching  a 
Plate  with  a  Knife :  It  is  a  Proportion  of  the 
fame  Humor,  that  makes  fuch  or  any  other 
Noife  offenfive  to  the  Perfon  that  hears  it ;  for 
there  are  others  who  will  not  be  difturbed  at 
all  by  it.  Well;  but  Morofe,  you  will  fay,  is  fo 
extravagant,  he  cannot  bear  any  Difcourfe  or 
Converfation  above  a  Whifper.  Why,  it  is 
his  Excefs  of  this  Humor,  that  makes  him  be- 

I  i  4  come 
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come  ridiculous,  and  qualifies  his  Chara6ler 
for  Comedy.  If  the  Poet  had  given  him  but 
a  moderate  Pijoportion  of  that  Humor,  it  is 
Odds  but  half  the  Audience  would  have  fided 
with  the  Ghara61er,  and  have  condemned  the 
Author,  for  expofmg  a  Humor  which  was 
neither  remarkable  nor  ridiculous.  Befides,  the 
Diftance  of  the  Stage  requires  the  Figure  repre- 
fented  to  be  fomething  larger  than  the  Life  ; 
and  fure  a  Picture  may  have  Features  larger  in. 
Proportion,  and  yet  be  very  like  the  Original. 
If  this  Exa^inefs  of  Quantity  v>^ere  to  be  ob- 
ferved  in  Wit,  as  fome  v/ould  have  it  in  Hu- 
mor, what  would  become  of  thofe  Characters 
that  are  defigned  for  Men  of  Wit?  I  believe 
if  a  Poet  fhould  Heal  a  Dialogue  of  any  Length, 
from  the  Extempore  Difcourfe  of  the  two  Wit- 
tieft  Men  upon  Earth,  he  would  find  the  Scene 
but  coldly  received  by  the  Town.  But  to  the 
Purpofe. 

The  Character  of  Sir  John  Daio  in  the  fam^e 
Play,  is  a  Charader  of  Affedation.  He  every 
where  difcovers  an  Affe(51ation  of  Learning  ; 
when  he  is  not  only  confcious  to  himfelf,    but 

the 
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the  Audience  alfo  plainly  perceives,  that  he  is 
ignorant.  Of  this  Kind  are  the  Chara^lers  of 
Thrafo  in  the  Eunuch  of  Terence,  and  Pyrgopolinices 
in  the  Miles  Gloriojus  of  Plautus.  They  affe61:  to 
be  thought  valiant,  when  both  themfelves  and 
the  Audience  know  they  are  not.  Now  fuch 
a  Boafting  of  Valor  in  Men  who  were  really 
valiant,  would-  undoubtedly  be  a  Humor;  for 
a  fieiry  Difpolition  might  naturally  throw  a 
Man  into  the  fame  Extravagance,  which  is  on- 
ly afiFe^led  in  the  Characters  I  have  mentioned. 
The  Chara61er  of  Cob  in  Every  Man  in  his 
Humor,  and  moft  of  the  under  Chara61ers  in 
Bartholomew -Fair,  difcover  only  a  Singularity 
of  Manners,  appropriated  to  the  feveral  Edu- 
cations and  Profellions  of  the  Perfons  repre- 
fented.  They  are  not  Humors,  but  Habits 
contracted  by  Cuftom.  Under  this  Head  may 
be  ranged  all  Country  Clowns,  Sailors,  Tradef- 
men,  Jockeys,  Gamefters  and  fuch  like,  who 
make  ufe  of  Cants  or  peculiar  Dialeds  in  their 
feveral  Arts  and  Vocations.  One  may  almofl 
give  a  Receipt  for  the  Compofition  of  fuch  a 
Charader:   For  the   Poet  has   Nothing   to  do, 

but 
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but  to  colle6l  a  few  proper  Phrafes  and  Terms 
of  Art,  and  to  make  the  Perfon  apply  them  by 
ridiculous  Metaphors  in  his  Converfation  with 
Charaders  of  different  Natures.  Some  late 
Characters  of  this  Kind  have  been  very  fuc- 
cefsful ;  but  in  my  Mind  they  may  be  painted 
without  much  Art  or  Labor;  fince  they  require 
little  more,  than  a  good  Memory  and  fuper- 
ficial  Obfervation.  But  true  Humor  cannot  be 
fhown,  without  a  Diffedion  of  Nature,  and  a 
narrow  Search,  to  difcover  the  firfl  Seeds  from 
whence  it  has  its  Root  and  Growth. 

If  I  were  to  write  to  the  World,  I  fhould 
be  obliged  to  dwell  longer  upon  each  of  thefe 
DillinCtions  and  Examples ;  for  I  know  that  they 
would  not  be  plain  enough  to  all  Readers. 
But  a  bare  Hint  is  fufficient  to  inform  you  of 
the  Notions  which  I  have  on  this  SubjeCl  : 
And  I  hope  by  this  Time  you  are  of  my  Opi- 
nion, that  Humor  is  neither  Wit,  nor  Folly, 
nor  perfonal  Defect ;  nor  Affe6lation,  nor  Ha- 
bit; and  yet,  that  each,  and  all  of  thefe,  have 
been  both  written  and  received  for  Humor.. 
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I  fhould  be  unwilling  to  venture  even  on  a 
bare  Defcription  of  Humor,  much  more  to 
make  a  Definition  of  it ;  but  now  my  Hand  is 
in,  I  will  tell  you  what  ferves  me  inftead  of 
either.  I  take  it  to  be,  Afingular  and  unavoid- 
able Manner  of  doing  or  faying  any  Thing,  peculiar 
and  natural  to  one  Man  only;  by  which  his  Speech 
and  Anions  are  di/iingui/Jied  from  thofe  of  other 
Men. 

Our  Humor  has  Relation  to  us,  and  to  what 
proceeds  from  us,  as  the  Accidents  have  to  a 
Subflance  ;  it  is  a  Color,  Tafte,  and  Smell,  dif- 
fufed  through  all ;  though  our  A6iions  are 
never  fo  many,  and  different  in  Form,  they  are 
all  Splinters  of  the  fame  Wood,  and  have  na- 
turally one  Complexion;  which,  though  it 
may  be  difguifed  by  Art,  yet  cannot  be  wholly 
changed:  We  may  paint  it  with  other  Colors, 
but  we  cannot  change  the  Grain.  So  the  na- 
tural Sound  of  an  Inftrument  will  be  diflin- 
guifhed,  though  the  Notes  exprefled  by  it  are 
never  fo  various,  and  the  Divifions  never  fo 
many.  Diflimulation  may,  by  Degrees,  be- 
come more  eafy  to   our   Practice ;  but  it    can 

never 
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never  abfolutely  tranfubftantiate  us  into  what 
we  would  feem :  It  will  always  be  in  fome 
Proportion  a  Violence  upon  Nature. 

A  Man  may  change  his  Opinion,  but  I  be- 
lieve he  will  find  it  a  Difficulty  to  part  with 
his  Humor ;  and  there  is  Nothing  more  provok- 
ing, than  the  being  made  fenfible  of  that  Dif- 
ficulty. Sometimes  one  fhall  meet  with  thofe, 
who,  perhaps  innocently  enough,  but  at  the 
fame  Time  impertinently,  will  afk  the  Queflion, 
Why  are  you  not  merry  ?  Why  are  you  not  gay, 
pleafant,  and  chearjull  Then,  inftead  of  anfwer- 
ing,  could  I  aft:  fuch  one.  Why  are  you  .not 
handfomel  Why  have  you  not  black  Eyes,  and  a  bet- 
ter Complexion  ?  Nature  abhors  to  be  forced. 

The  two  famous  Philofophers  of  Ephejus  and 
Abdera,  have  their  different  Se61s  at  this  Day. 
Some  weep,  and  others  laugh,  at  one  and  the 
fame  Thing. 

I  do  not  doubt,  but  you  have  obferved  fe- 
veral  Men  laugh  when  they  are  angry ;  others 
who  are  filent ;  fome  that  are  loud :  Yet  I  can- 
not fuppofethat  it  is  the  VsiiTionoi  Anger  which 
is  in  itfelf  different,  or  more  or  lefs  in  one  than 

the 
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the  other  ;  but  that  it  is  the  Humor  of  the  Man 
that  is  predominant,  and  urges  him  to  exprefs 
it  in  that  Manner.  Dernonftrations  of  Pleafure 
are  as  various:  One  Man  has  a  Humor  of  re- 
tiring from  all  Company,  when  any  Thing  has 
happened  to  pleafe  him  beyond  Expedation ; 
he  hu2;s  himfelf  alone,  and  thinks  it  an  Addi- 
tion  to  the  Pleafure  to  keep  it  fecret.  Another 
is  upon  Thorns  till  he  has  made  Proclamation 
of  it ;  and  mufi;  make  other  People  fenfible  of 
his  Happinefs,  before  he  can  be  fo  himfelf. 
So  it  is  in  Grief,  and  other  Paffions.  Demon- 
ftrations  of  Love,  and  the  Effeds  of  that  Paf- 
fion  upon  feveral  Humors,  are  infinitely  dif- 
ferent ;  but  here  the  Ladies  who  abound  in 
Servants  are  the  beft  Judges.  Talking  of  the 
Ladies,  methinks  Something  fhould  be  obferv- 
ed  of  the  Humor  of  the  Fair  Sex ;  fince  they 
are  fometimes  fo  kind  as  to  furnifh  out  a  Cha- 
racter for  Comedy.  But  I  mull  confefs  I  have 
never  made  any  Obfervation  of  what  I  appre- 
hend to  be  true  Humor  in  Women.  Perhaps 
Paffions  are  too  powerful  in  that  Sex,  to  let 
Humor  have  its  Courfe;   or  may  be,   by  Rea- 

fon 
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fon  of  their  Natural  Coldnefs,  Humor  cannot 
exert  itfelf  to  that  extravagant  Degree  which 
it  often  does  in  the  Male  Sex.  For  if  ever  any 
Thing  does  appear  comical  or  ridiculous  in  a 
Woman,  I  think  it  is  little  more  than  an  ac- 
quired Folly,  or  an  Affectation.  We  may  call 
them  the  weaker  Sex,  but  I  think  the  true  Rea- 
fon  is,  becaufe  our  Follies  are  ftronger,  and 
our  Faults  are  more  prevailing. 

One  might  think  that  the  Diverfity  of  Hu- 
mor, which  muft  be  allowed  to  be  diffufed 
throughout  Mankind,  might  afford  endlefs  Mat- 
ter for  the  Support  of  Comedies.  But  when 
we  come  clofely  to  confider  that  Point,  and 
nicely  to  diflinguifli  the  Difference  of  Humors, 
I  believe  we  fhall  find  the  contrary.  For 
though  we  allow  every  Man  Something  of  his 
own,  and  a  peculiar  Humor;  yet  every  Man  has 
it  not  in  Quantity  to  become  remarkable  by 
it :  Or  if  many  do  become  remarkable  by  their 
Humors,  yet  all  thofe  Humors  may  not  be 
diverting.  Nor  is  it  onlyrequifite  to  diftin- 
guifti  what  Humor  will  be  diverting,  but  alfo 
how  much  of  it ;  what  Part   of  it  to  fliow   in 

Light, 
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Light,  and  what  to  caft  in  Shades;  how  to  fet 
it  oflF  by  preparatory  Scenes,  and  by  oppofing 
other  Humors  to  it  in  the  fame  Scene.  Through 
a  wrong  Judgment,  fometimes,  Men's  Humors 
may  be  oppofed,  when  there  is  really  no  fpe- 
cific  Difference  between  them ;  only  a  greater 
Proportion  of  the  fame  in  one  than  the  other; 
occafioned  by  his  having  more  Phlegm,  or  Cho- 
ler,orwhatever  the  Conftitution  is, from  whence 
their  Humors  derive  their  Source. 

There  is  infinitely  more  to  be  faid  on  this 
Subject,  though  perhaps  I  have  already  faid  too 
much ;  but  I  have  faid  it  to  a  Friend,  who  I 
am  fure  will  not  expofe  it,  if  he  does  not  ap- 
prove of  it.  I  believe  the  Subject  is  entirely 
new,  and  was  never  touched  upon  before ; 
and  if  I  would  have  any  one  to  fee  this  private 
Effay,  it  fhould  be  fome  one,  who  might  be 
provoked,  by  my  Errors  in  it,  to  publifli  a  more 
judicious  Treatife  on  the  Subjed.  Indeed  I 
wilh  it  were  done,  that  the  World  being  a  lit- 
tle acquainted  with  the  Scarcity  of  true  Humor^ 
and  the  Difficulty  of  finding  and  fhowing  it, 
might  look  a  little  more  favorably  on  the  La- 
bors 
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bors  of  them,  who  endeavour  to  fearch  into  Na- 
ture for  it,  and  lay  it  open  to  the  Public  View. 

I  do  not  fay  but  that  very  entertaining  and 
ufeful  Characters,  and  proper  for  Comedy,  may 
be  drawn  from  AiTec^lation,  and  thofe  other 
Qualities,  which  I  have  endeavoured  to  diflin- 
suifh  from  Humor  :  But  I  would  not  have  fuch 
impofed  on  the  World  for  Humor,  nor  efteem- 
ed  of  equal  Value  with  it.  It  Vvcre,  perhaps, 
the  Work  of  a  long  Life,  to  make  one  Comedy 
true  in  all  its  Parts,  and  to  give  every  Charac- 
ter in  it  a  true  and  diftin61  Humor.  Therefore 
every  Poet  muft  be  beholden  to  other  Helps, 
to  make  out  his  Number  of  ridiculous  Charac- 
ters. But  I  think  fuch  a  one  deferves  to  be 
broke,  who  makes  all  falfe  Muflers;  who  does 
not  fliow  one  true  Humor  in  a  Comedy,  but 
entertains  his  Audience  to  the  End  of  the  Play 
with  every  Thing  out  of  Nature. 

I  will  make  but  one  Obfervation  to  you 
more,  and  have  done ;  and  that  is  grounded 
upon  an  Obfervation  of  your  own,  and  which 
I  mentioned  at  the  Beginning  of  my  Letter, 
viz.  That  there  is  more  of  Humor   in  our  En- 
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lijh  Comic  Writers  than  in  any  others.  I  do 
not  at  all  wonder  at  it,  for  I  look  upon  Humor 
to  be  almoft  o^ Englijh  Growth;  at  leaf!:,  it  does 
not  feem  to  have  found  fuch  Increafe  on  any 
other  Soil.  And  what  appears  to  me  to  be  the 
Reafon  of  it,  is  the  great  Freedom,  Privilege 
and  Liberty  which  the  Common  People  of  En- 
gland enjoy.  Any  Man  that  has  a  Humor,  is 
under  no  Reftraint,  or  Fear  of  giving  it  Vent ; 
they  have  a  Proverb  among  them,  which,  may 
be,  will  {how  the  Bent  and  Genius  of  the  Peo- 
ple, as  well  as  a  longer  Difcourfe :  He  that  will 
have  a  May-pole,  Jhall  have  a  May-pole.  This  is 
a  Maxim  with  them,  and  their  Practice  is 
agreeable  to  it.  I  believe  Something  confider- 
able  too  may  be  afcribed  to  their  feeding  fo 
much  on  Flefh,  and  the  Groffnefs  of  their  Diet 
in  general.  But  I  have  done,  let  the  Phyli- 
cians  agree  that. 

Thus  you  have  my  Thoughts  of  Humor,  to 

my  Power  of  expreffing  them  in    fo  little  Time 

and  Compafs.      You  will   be  kind  to  ftiow^  me 

wherein   I    have  erred;  and   as   you   are  very 

Vol,  hi.  I<L  k  capable 
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capable  of  giving  me  Inftru^lion,  fo  I  think  '. 
have  a  very  juft  Title  to  demand  it  from  you 
being,  without  Referve, 


Tour  real  Friend, 


And  humble  Servant, 

July  10,   2695, 

W,    CONGREVE, 
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